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To man of every colour, clime, and class, 

My theme applies ; where'er the vault of heaveu 

Extends its boundless arch, « the still small voice," 

In whispers, though unheard by other cars, 

Can shake or soothe, convulse or calm the soul.y^v.' ; •'{ //vS 
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A RHYMING DEDICATION, 



TO THE PUBLIC. 



In olden lime, and " postage " liigh, 
With soino acumen we would try 

To get our letter " franked ;" 
And as M.P. meant mustn't pay, 
Answered we were without delay. 

Our correspondence thanked. 

Cut if it bore tlie 7 " unpaid " 
A mighty difference it made ; — 

■' 111 health ot lack of lime ■' 
With anBwering quick might iiitetfure ; 
Or you might chance perhaps to hear 

Your style was not sublime. 



Tlius dedications, too, ore franks, 
Aud those who fill the upper rajiks 

Their iiaines and titles lend : 
Dare 1 presume the boon to ask, 
1 too might dedicate m; task 

To some, styled " noble friend." 

But I '11 adopt a novel way 
In dedicating this my lay, 

— And tlien go fill tliy fate^ 
For OS my theme applies to ail 
That dwell upon this earthly ball, 

To All 1 '11 dedicate. 

Then while the brighter side we scan 
Ot view the darker traite iti iimu. 

May some a lesson learn -. 
Some 'neath affliction's cloud be cheered. 
Some, who the gulf of crime have neured, 

Keud, pause and then return. 



DEDICATION. 

This our reward I what coin could buy 
The lastmg meed it would supply 

If one repentant, look ; 
I will, in hope, then closing say. 
Fulfil thy errand, speed thy way. 

Go forth my little book. 
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The MS. ul this Essay nas fliiished by the 
middle of last September, and it would have 
been published id the Autumo. but — "a cbiuige 
caroe o'er the spirit of the Author's dream," and 
he at once determined to defer its publication 
UDiil engagements were completed which It be- 
came bis first duly to execute. 

It may be asked. Why call this a sequel to 
Wobum Park?" Courteous reader, two rea- 
tons I respectfully offer ; and if they are as satis- 
factory to you as Iheyare lo the writer, no ques- 



tion will : 



Had I 



" Wuburii Patk " 



iieen written, " Conscience " would not hare been \ 
produced ; thought on the one was correlative J 
of the other : and moat certain!]', however the J 
flnish majr belong to other spots, Woburn Patkl 
claims its commencement. 

1 would atate frankly, my first thought relative 1 
to the atyle 1 have chosen, arose from o kind ii 
terrogatory, " Did you ever try blank v 
Should any critic, governed by despotic rule, say I 
it is very blank, the harmonies are unobserved, 
the melody of poetry absent, and detect positive 
errors "too numerous to mention," all I can 
say is, I've published, be it right or wrong. 
I should this essay be at all instrumental in cheer- J 
ur warning, in enlightening, saving, and c 
forting — should its tendency be for the preservfc'iH 
tion of riglit principles by the contrast of 
—should tho BuiFerer, the oHlicted, the dlKtressed^sl 



PREFACE. XI 

see in it solace, while he who hardeneth his 
heart and will deal unrighteouslyi shall view in 
it his sure and certain destiny, I fear no critical 
contention, and most humhly commend my little 
book to all those who with kindly candour will 
view its whole moral bearing in its consoling, 
convincing, and condemning tendency. 



WoBURN, Beds, 
March, 1842. 
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PART I. 



ARGUMENT. 



THE SUPPORTING POWER OF CONSCIENCE. 

Invocation. — Conscience, God's Vicegerent. — Man not a mere 
Machine.*—" The answer of a good Conscience towards God." 
— "The Word of God;" the Atheist; the Jew, confirmatory 
of the truth of the Bible ; Sect and Sentiment.— Reason's 
eclipse! How is Conscience then? — Historical Illustrations; 
Lady Jane Grey; Cranmer, Ridley, and Latimer, (a line to 
Oxford.)— Local Illustrations; JohnBunyan; (a reflection on 
persecution ;) John Howard ; Howard's career contrasted with 
Buonaparte's. — War. — Moral Illustrations; the Trusty Friend ; ' 
the Charitable Soul; the AflBicted; the Bereft; Concluding 
lines. 




Thee, Conscience! God's grhat Arbiter, I sing! 
Thy power to' excuse or else lo' nccuse, support. 
Condemn, console, exalt, or else depress, — < 
Be Ihis my theme ; and ntiile in loneliness 
My song proceeds, da Thou, " Thoo First Ggeat 

Cadbe," 
My numbers bless. 

Grant to my aching heart 
A respite sweet, as I my task pursue. 



As I describe the active aceoei of life, 

And point the way thai: leads to mortal peace ; 

Or else, in colouis daik, poitray those sins 

Which pierce the soul and make it inly bleed ; — 1 

Whether I wallt the path of innocence, 

Or plough the stormy gulf of turbid guilt ;- 

Whether the "evils which poor flesh is heir 

sorrows consequential on our sins ;— 
Whether the wreck of wealth, the flight of friends, I 
Or guilt's more direful dismal desolation ;— 
Whether the midnight couch surcharged with pain. 
Or gloomy chambers haunted by our crimes ; — 
Whether of days 'neath sad affliction's cloud, 
Or years enshrouded in a denser gloom ; 
All this variety of mortaJ wn 
And woe, my muse now prompts : inspire the 

O God of Conscience ! aid my feeble pen 
With "thoughts that breathe ;" with ''words* ] 
indeed " that burn." 




e is his guide, also hie guard ; 
II shows the wa;, protects the journey through. 
Weak or fanatical must be that head, 
That hand, which from her grasp the sceptre 

'Tis God's own delegate I No bigot's role, 
No stubborn fatalist, nor creed severe. 
Shall e'er invade her sway ; for, boundless does 
Her rule exteni!, from snow-dad polar plains 

in-bathed eastern fields and southern dimes. 
The heathen have this law : 'tia in their hearts ;* 
And if they bow obediently low, 
And on'n her role ; yea, if rebellion to 

« is visited with punishment 

It them, let not the man with clearer light 
Endued — ouining the love direct of Heaven— 
Boasting the blood upon mount Calvary spilt, 
And Iriumphitig in Jesus' sacrifice — 

ir saved, obstroct her law. 



Or speak of it in aupercilious tone ; 
Dispute ita power, or contravene its right ; 
Darken this certain light this aide the grave; 
Shut the Tvn eye, and say of this pole-star, 
" Thy beam is nought ; my onward course 1 ta 
HegaidlesR of thy ray i through this daik sea 
My vessel speeds to port secure ! safe shall 
She pass o'er hidden rocks and whelming poid^ 
Becaaat 'tis ordered sol' 

This creed 's a Turk's t 
A tenet rife 'raoiigst Mahmoud's swarthy si 
But Christians, by it, libel Heaven's own law. • 
Conscience is God's ainliassador on eartli ! 
Wrong not the repreiientative of Heaven ; 
Insult not this celestial embassy ; 
And doubt not its divine authority. 
Let not the creature venture to' array 
Omniscience against the' Omnipresent! 
Or, still more fatal to her government, 
Rest on decree, neglect ilirecl command. 
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I Iremble as 1 touch this theme, — so oft 
Disputed, and so lavishly discussed. 
Mistake me not ; nor chaige on me the' attempt, 
The wish, to " rush where angels fear to tread ! " 

ire unjustly still, charge not my muse 
With wanton trifling with most sacred things. 
I Nothing salvatory 1 here attach ; 
I startle at the thought. My sole intent 's 
To show, though man is blind to coining 111, 
Nor all his range ot reason reach, or know, 

ID, dread, of Nature's God, 
Yet the Creator hath not left his work 
'Without restraint, or, as same mere machine 
Which is propelled a certain time and way, 
I And ceases then j 

No, no ; the safety valve 
\ la there, placed by the hand of God himself! 
I 8a simple, too, the creature can it use. 
LAnd mailc, the journey safely ye shall go, 
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If this gratid principle 
Is watched ; — 

If ne allow high pressure, i 
If we omit to mind the index, true, 
Then, wonder not at sad catastrophe, 
Dreadful explosion, and destiucCion fell ! 



Of writers, wonderful, behold the man, 

England's proud boast, our Shakspeare, foremost 

Oh 'twas a reign of ricb renown for ua, [stand. 

But more I like to dwell upon thj lines. 

My native bard, than read of navies' wreck. — 

Yet 'twas a glorious deed of our " Queen Bess ;" 

A lasting triumph which we proudly boast ; 

She swept the soul's enslnverfrom our shores, 

Her thunders struck the tyrant Spaniard Ion, 

And buried in the fathomless abyss 

Kome's domination. — -" O Thou God of battles, 

Our gratitude is due for this ; the past 

Halh shown its worth ; Ob never may the fulu 
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Ita value com promise, hot yet bewray 

The spirit, dominant, [hough changed llie/ai'(A. 

'Twaa [hen there lived a inEin ; his name was 

Thia mouosjUable, so muBical, [" Will!"* 

Shalllast when kings, queens, lords of high degree. 

All dwell ill dark decay I Yes, he must live 

While matter holds compauionship with mind. — > 

Mind is the lamp ignited by llie hand 

or God himself, to cheei this tenement ; 

This lamp our Sbakspeaie ted with precious oil. 

Which, pnrified, shall through all time endure. 

To cultivate, or not to' improve the soil. 
Must be the rich reward or else the loss : — 
To fructify with wholesome seeds and lierbs. 
Or fell malaria breed by poisonous plants, 
Infecting all around with baneful blight — 
This the free-will of man can do, and this 
His punishment — the knowlml'je of ihc' offence. 



Having Ihe power to have escaped the 
Here Will and Conscience BweeCly harmonize 
The one preventa — the Dther kindlf wa 
But if we force the one, the other sligh 
Stubborn, proceed ; " our gardens "^ will neglect^ 
We lose the crop. — Or, if more senseless still, 
" Plant nettles," then indeed their piercing stings 
Sharpened by Conscience, nill convey a pang 
For whicb, no leech, with e'er so subtle slt-ill, 
A remedy can find, or balm afford. 



Ere we proceed to quote historic facts. 
And illustrate by truths which are eternal, 
Tlte power of Conscience' agency ; we w( 
Premise existence of, in every breast. 
We prove from God's own Word. 

This sleepless watch 
Is placed within tbe heart of every man ; 
If drugged, or put to sleep, or if hoodwinked. 
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Or [nadly, we do forcibly blindfold. 
Remember that the answer is toward God !* 
If dire affiictlon is thy earthly lot, 
And ills you can't control fall on yoiiF head ; 
If the wild elements conspire, combine, 
And pour tbe fury of their gathered wrath 
On your deToled head ; yea, if the waves 
Run mountains high, and in their maddened sw 
Boil alt around, liuhing their ycasly ctesis, 
Tlireateiiing destruction sure; e'en then your 

Though riven mastless, driving 'fore the storm 
E'en then with Conscience steering at the helm. 
No fear shall paralyze. 

Yea, though she sinks; 
All efforts fail to save the hapless ship. 
Still then, conading aay. ■' Thy n-lll be done." 
This is the peaceful " aitswer" Conscience gives 
When whelmed beneath the waves, the body sinlcBf 



10 THE WORB OF ODD. { 

This is " the ansirer," still, "towards God " she 
Whea bis itiscrutable designs appear [makes. 
So deep i Hia movements so mysterious ; 
His ways so darkly strange. 

Ay, though the heart 
Is crushed, the man may stagger 'neath his blow. 
Let but the Conscience " answer toward " her 
Then, Atlas like, the spirit shall upbear [God, 
Beneath a world's huge weight of pnin and woe. 



I 



I've named The Wobd of God. Ere w 
A prefatory liue upon this Word. 



proceed. 
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If Mossuimen with veneration bend 

As their great propbet's law to them is read ; — 

If the blind Jew in solemn silence stands. 

As from its hallowed place, tbcir holy scroll. 

Delivered 'midst the fiames of Sinai's mount, 

Is brought : — if bigoted Hindoos fall down 

At Vasbnn's shrine and muse in deepest awe ; — 
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'K these, with heathen lands unnumbered, 

'With reverence pay attention to their priests 

As they report of oracles, or do 

Unrol the law which thunders curses loud ; 

Humblj should he comport, who in this Word 

Believes, owns its divinity, and its 

Eternity 'a his hope. 

First speak of him 
Who finds in it a balm for every viound ; 
Direction plain, amidst the greatest straits : 
Protection strong, from man's most savage hate : 
An inward calm when all without is storm : 
A port secure in every surging sea : 
A consolation 'midst most crushing wreck : 
A confidence (hat can inspire the soul 
To valorous deeds, and 'nealh most fearful ills 
Shall bid it humbly say, " Though Me may slay, 
Tet vrill I trust ;" — 

A moment pause, behold 
And vrondei at that man who, madly, vrould 



Attempl to quench ihis lamp fram Heaven's owl 
Would, recblesf, darken this eternal light, [courla 
And, impious, plunge us in chaotic night. 
Atheist ! and is it true this name can dwell 
Among the sons of men ? What mockery 
Of mind ! 

To douht this Worii is very strange ; 
To doubt the" existence of its Author, this 
Is passing strange i but stranger far than all, 
Is adding to soch wanton crime the' unique 
Discovery how this " machine," so vast, 
Wond'rous in combination, and in its 
Component parts, mas into " being pushed I" 
And when his wisdom has the' enigma solved, 
If any doubt remaina, or mist obscures, 
The one be satisfies, the cither clears 
By Chance ! 

This cozening of common sense 
Ts an adventure on credulity 
Unmatched in Folly's gulling, specious school. 



To live without allegiance to His law, 
Is bad i to live and doubt His government 
Is monatrous, sure ; tu live and to deny 
Divine existence, is incredible! 
'Tis such a startling thing that we are led 
To question fact, and say, " it cannot be," 
'Tis past the sin of him, he oumed a God, 
Led on the' angelic legions 'gainst their Lord, 
And tiattled for the sovereignty of Heaven. 

To' attempt to prove the truth of Tkuth is, sur% 
An impious task ; and yet a thought now stiikes 
The mind which, though the learned have imptov'd 
It well, we fain would register. 

Behold 
The Jew ! and mark the seal of Heaven's impreai 
Enstamped upon his " human face divine " 
As in eternal brass I and while the sons 
Of Adam's race shall dwell upon this globe, 
This ever-epeaking oracte proclaims 
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This Word's divinity. — The prophecies 

We trace, and then, tlieir full accoiiiplisliinent 

We see in this strange race. — A "byword" still 

A " refuse " still ; a " hissing " alill ; and still 

A "acorn:" — "Siftedlike wheat" they still remain 

"Neath every sky, midst every land, yet still 

Distinctiveness see on bis face, and still 

His tongue bewrays the Jew ! Nations may mix 

Amalgamate, till all original 

Is lost. Where now are Britain's early sons. 

The Roman proud, the Saxon and the Dane ? 

Where are their features now, their different 

speech ? 
All gone ; and. Englishmen are all ; all marks 
Distinctive, time has rased. The Hebrews still 
Remain as perfectly apart as when 
With manna they were fed, — with water from 
Tlie rock they slaked their raging thirst j as when 
With horrid yells in Pilate's court, they cried. 
Of Him, their King, " Away with him! let hilh' 
Be cruciSed i and be his blood on ui 
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And on our children's children loo !" 

This cui 

They imprecated loud, and "neath its ban 
Behold them 11010/ nor shall it be removed 
' they are gathered in.* 



Ye vaujiting sceptics, show in mundane things 
More potent proof of any truth, and we 
May bow 1 hut till that time, credence we give 
To this eternal Word ; the truth of which 
This fact bears evidence without deceit ; 
A tesdiDony wliich no subtle skill 
Can shalie ; no sophtstrf invalidate. 

Where is the " juggling priest " whose art could 



jwnfrighU'ul ' ' yells " and iin 



This oneness of a race through change of time ? 

What, "fable " puets such truth ? Be honest, man. 

Nor interestedly cheat common sense ; 

And when thou seest a Jew, with awe behold ; 

For on his bran the' Almighty's stamp appears. 

Through every mortal change this mark remains ; 

In every crime the' inscription strangeJy lasts. 

Yes, see a voucher of this Word, and see, 

Authenticated by the Jew, such facts 

Which none but God amid hww — which nonk 

bill those 
Inspired by Him would dare communicate.* 
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Now other sceptics claim a passing line ; 
Thoughlhej'ie unsafe with them therestJl] ishope-; 
'Tis not remediless while life shall last : 
They plunge not in the' abyss of atheism ; 



• Eilhsr Paine 



, JuggUng prlB.li." SeeBupplelr 
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They recognise all around Omnipotence : 
In Nature's works they trace a Nature's Gun. 
Would that reproof could tarry here — rebuke 
Here atay — here, kindly waTeing cease ; but some 
Alas ! do deeply wrong this Word, and sect 
And sentiment nould narrowly confine 
lEa bouodlesaness of range. 

No clime 's exempt. 
No colour 's banned : the circuit of the sun 
Its bound i and where his ray shall fall, the light 
Of this more cheering Word may shine." 

My God ! 
If in this roving line my muse offends, 
Forgive.- — -Thou know'st the secrets of the heart ! 
I would not " pry within the folded leaves," 
But if I see finite intelligence 
Presume to' unravel untold things, and dare 



To lift Tliy veil I Oh, if Ihe wttrmlh of soul 
Should lead my pen astray — if honest wrath 

At Buch cold, heartless, hurling of " Tliy bolts," 
Should prompt an indignation too severe— 

1 would denounce the chilling sneer, 
" Stand by " for " I am holier " far than thou ! 
As the exclusive line is drawn — condemn 
The wish to measure by the rule of sect. 
And mercy weigh by scales o{ simlimenl : 
Usurping thus God's tight by dogmas nad, 
If true ; profane, to the extreme, if false. 



Grace, Love, and Charity — What termsare thesel | 
Oh, whal a " threefold cord " to bind al! sects 
Which take the word of God as rule of life. 
And gujde to Heaven :— 

" Grace drew the wondrous plan 
Then Love eternal sanctioned it : O man, 
What sin ia thine that "stead of Cliarity 



Your Bcntimerl o'erahadowa oft wllh gloom, 
And, like the poisonous upas, where it sprraiii 
Ail life will wither, and ill verdure die. 



When nill this text-book be the book of love 
With all? its precepM govern all ? nnd its 
Sweet chanties diffuse themselves 'mongst all? 
No drop of water then a solvent proves. 

iiiing the serried ranks and eausing frsr ; 

inion ill the camp, and panic too ; 
Producing laughter loud, the grieving sigh. 
But Lave sliall reign, and Concord then abound ; 
Then like the morning's winged beam, the Church 
Shall dhine and till the world with light -, she then 
In invest; comes forth clear as the sun, 
Fair as the silver moon, and terrible 
To mocking enemies as an armj' 



Whose banners then shall i 
shout.* 



to victory's 



Reason's eclipse ! What, the portenlous ngos. 
What omens dite, what strange predictions tell 
llie minute of this niglit ? Alas, the wit 
Of sages and philosophers is vain! 
Though they ascend and measure night's vast orbs. 
And tell the numbers on her spangled plain ; 
The pifuiets scale, and e'en their courses note : 
Ay, dive the future, and fiooi thence define. 
For centuries to come, the time they rise, 
And then, again, the hour they disappear. 
Yes, man, by science sure, and wondrous skill. 
Will track the comet's most prodigious whirl. 
Its nebula explore, its fiery tail 
Almost will seize. ' 

'Tis true, sun, moon, and stnv 
Are tributary to the lore of initii. 
Admeasurement he talies ; each range and disc 
To him are known i and the vast fields of space 
His mind can scan ; his intellect extends 
Its grasp to pierce the azure vault above. 



This mail can do : but lo, no wit or skill 
Can lell the setting of the soul's bright star ! 
When that may drop from out its sparkling sphere, 
Or else be darkened by some sombre cloud, 
Or quenched, for aye. by its Creator's hand : 
Where is the Asirologic art, so versed in fate — 
The Astronomic skill, which reads the stars— 
Where the Philosopher of mighty mind, 
Whose stretch of thought can pierce the darksome 
And tell ^ain, to Hope, its rising liour? [veil 

Should moody madness fall upon the brow. 

And clothe the brain with darkness to be felt ; — 

Should rampant wildness be a mortal's lot. 

Driving its drudge to desperate deadly deeds ; — 

Should imbecility's sad harmless wreck. 

Only productive of the' idiot's laugh j — 

Should either be the lot, how 's Conscience then ? 

Her ofhce In abeyance, ia she fled ? 

It must be so ; this night 's too dark fur lier ! 
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Her kindly warning voice cannot be heard, 

And man must grope in miaeraijle gloom ! 

Hope then is o'er, and -"dew-eyed Pity " then 

Upon the confirmed maniac looks down, 

And smiles at Mercy's cliiefeat boon — the Grave, j 

How was it ere this night ? The question, thia. 

The Moralist must start. Did bitter crime 

Herald the crisis ? Did the agonies 

Of crimeless grief cause this catosCroplie ? 

Did Conscience, goaded by our cool contempt, 

Of haply worse, our deep ingratitude 

FoT bygone caution and benevolence. 

Did she at last so sting the' obdurate heart 

Its rebound is the madness of despair ? 

These, these are queries which may ne'er be 

Till the Great Book 's unsealed 1 [solved 

'Tis wisely hid, 
if Conscience to the terrors of this night [shade. 
Adds woe, or cheers this worse than Death's 



■ Wlielher Ihe frenzied fury of the eye 
Bespeahs a foretaste of more bitter ill ; 
Whether the glaring ball and gnashing teeth 
S«eiB to anticipate a deepei pang ; 
Whether as " Reason plays the fool," the look 
Of pity, or the sterner gaae, attends ; 
Whether in this Cimmerian gloom, the beam 
Of Conscience penetrates, and this abyss 
Receives, within its depths, her cheering ray, 
Or else this deepest gulf of human grief 
t> darkens] by ber ftown— 'tis wisely hid.* 



Now from the chequered book of human life 

e here and there an illuEtration draw [pains ; 
Bow Conscience' power supports 'midst sharpest 
Two classes are our theme ; from them weweaTa 
'Instruction for ourselves, and as we search 
.Recorded fome, or look upon the page. 



2* tiny J.*NE GR£r. 

Well known, and often turned — domestic life— 
From each, Oh let the truth " adorn our tale" 
And " point the moral " true. 

Painful, yet pleasing,' 
Is (he first section of our song. It ie i 

The register of those who suffered death > 

For Conscience' sake, or else met deepest w 
Armedonlj' with her shield. And then, perchance,! I 
Tlie social state shall some eKampIes gite. 

Genius of truth, attend and guide our strain 1 
Then he that writes or reads may profit reap. 

Conscience supported, and heroic woman, 
Beauty transcendent, and ten days a Queen : 
lU fated Lady Jane, of thee my verse 
Essays to sing — of thee presumes to speak. 

Painting and Poesy how near allied : 
Ye sister arts, my tribute here 1 pay, 



^ 
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And grateful thanka now offer on your shrine, 
Enstamped upon the tablets of the mind, 
Behold, again yon picture re-appears i* 
In it you read the history of this day, 
Heluctant from the first, behold her then 
Coerced by power she dared not disobey i 
Unwilling, see her pause, and parley hold : 
But see her hand is pressed by him she loved. 
Beseeching, see the suppliaiil nobles bend, 
And see Maternity enforce their wish. 
While proud Northumberland e'en bows to sue. 
The deed is signed ; " Kegina" is assumed, 
And she is lost ! 

Short as her after life. 
Her lustiouB ?irtueB will endure as long 
As English deeds shall blazon to the world. 



Nortbumberluid was proud j 'tis said, nas worae^.] 
His son must be a king, to pave Ihe wbj' 
For his ascent. — Thus biatory tells the tale.— -^ 
The Queen saw through his subtle strttU^em 
And foiled it well : " No, my Lord Dudley, d&W 
Thou reign'st supreme in this fond heart, but stilt J 
I dare not make Ibee partner of my ctow 
'Twould cause both ill ; ray husband, Dudley, nif 
A woman's fealty is all thine own, 
But here stem duty bids me firmly speak, 
Oh still remember I mnst be your Queen." 
'Twaa wisely said ; and yet, dear lovely soul, 
Thy heart bled sore for this ; he left thee, lanfl/-| 
When most thou needed his advice, bis love. 
And yet 'twae well ; alone, 'midst treacherotw foea 
And unwise friends, you nobly played the queen. 

This step to emplie proved the path of death ! 
And yet, who dwells upon Ihe historic page 
Would wish it otherwise F Example, else, 



k ..„„....„ , 

■ Had not been shown, bow in tbe deepest test 
P Conscience supports the feeblest of our kind, 
I And clotlies in Henven's own panoply, weak wo- 
I Ten days a Queen, and then a captive, she ! [man. 
f And yet rejoicing in the change. "Tia aaid 
Her pnEon-house was dearer than her throne ; 
And all the pageantry of regal slate 
Unmunnuring she left. She sought them not ; 
No disappointment keen far blighted pride, 
A ripple caused on the calm current of 

»Her dosing life. 
More exquisite her wue ) 
More trying, cutting to her tender soul, 
Her trials now. The world for aye shut out, 
Eternity's bright shore In view ; no fear 
t Shook ber heroic soul: steady she looked 
[ The monster in his face ; exulting sung, 

"0 Where's Ihy victory, Grave.and where's thy sting, 
\ Denth?" 

But ah, a bitter shaft now struck ! 
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'Twas direfuUf unexpected, and il tlirilled 
Her inmost soul. 

At martyrdoTTi she smiled ; 
It terrified her not i the ghastly axe {bear. — 
Might strike, but Conscience nerved the soul lo 
But see jon shaven priest ; his errand, hear ; 
" Good news I bring, your husband may be saved * 
To the true faith he hB.th allied liimself. 
You but reciprocate, and then recant. 
Pardon is promised both ; now lake your choice. 
On j/ou depends our gracious Lady's flat 
To save or to condemn ; on you now hangs 
His fate. Tour husband says, upon J/aur word 
Rests his devoted head. Embrace our faith, ' 
Life, youth, and love shall here thy portion be, 
And everlasting bliss hereafter too." 

'Twas specious reasouing ; adapted well 
To gain the end in view ; yet see how Faith 
And Conscience, hand in bond, o'crthrew the foe. I 



She spoke i— 

" Dudley ■ renegade ! alas, 
Then piteous is our lot I I fondljr thought 
Our separation would be short ; that Time 
Would be its bound j but now, Eternity 
Will never see ua joined again 1' 

We pause 
To say, Search records of all men aud times, 
And find an incident that can compare 
With this transcendent speech. You look in vain 
To find its parallel ; it stands alone. 
Virtues and sounding deeds are registered. 
But this heroic speech outweighs them all ; 
Aiid " leaves the pomp and proud magnificence" 
Of history's regalia poor indeed I 

Mary hei edict passed, and Jane must die ! 
But ere her mortal thread was cut, she gained 
An immortality. Young aa she was, 
Ooliath she defied, and stew him too. 
I d2 
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"Hb said her youth Bud beauty, and her fame, 
Inclined the mitred prelate to engage 
In fierce polemical dispute, thia girl ! 
So late his Queen. 

Now see the symbols stand ; 
The CruciBx, the Host, upraised, and all 
The costly show of Rome's grand ancient faith j 
The feith of modem priests and "Oxford tracts !*] 
And Gardiner, the suppliant bishop, see, 
Well skilled to argue in theology ; 
And subtle priests besides arrayed to win 
A woman to their faith 1 

Mark her approach ; 
Her step was firm, and placid was her brow ; 
And 'neath her vesture see a book ; it was 
The Book of Life. 

Pomp hierarchical 
Daxzled her not ; nor all the' array of lore 
Quuled her firm faith i invulnerable she stood ; 
And thus, in music tones, proclaimed her hope ; 



*• My faith ia in tliis Book ; my Saviour Lord 
I here beiiold i hia words, my legacy : [symbols, 
His destli, my life ; — youi saints, your signs and 
Are all in vain. Faith, faith must save the soul." 

Defeated In tbeir merciful intent. 

Pious reply these zealot bigots made : 

" Thy body to the block— thy soul tn hell !" 

And yet. sweet soul, she reaped a rich reward,* 
Dudley so loved the music of her tongue, 
So hung upon the dactyls of her voice : 
Was so enchanted by her noble speech, 
Was 80 convinced by her sublime discourse, 
That he, the Iruant, was restored, and fled 
■Hie faith his fear had lately woo'd. 'Tis said 



1 inre were tbMe teuned men at perniudliK Ih 
Enfliahnt>mHn le i«f&iii, tbai Ju a leceaa or the room 
pUeed beihuiliuid, Lord I>udley, In onter thalhemi^hi 



In admiration deep he Btood, and then 

]a the wild ferrout of a djing lore 

Tones thrilled upon her ears, " Jane, my mt^l 

Beloved ; thou hast vanquished, I am saved I" . I 

The tragedy now neaied ; the block prepared ; 
"Oie axe, the headsman terribly arranged ; 
Dudley one more last look and nord implored. 
One last embrace this side Che cold daik strean 
" No, 'iwili unnerve, and may unfit us both 
To meet our awful end." 

Good-by, she waved. 
As the dread train pasaed by her prison house, 
And then awaited death. And yet once more. 
On earth, Dudley she saw ; but Oh, the change 
That head she oft had pillowed — where was that ? 
That form so much beloved, a headless corse 1 
Ob, 'twas a. sight Co quail the stoutest heart. 
And fill the last few moments of her life 
Witli an eternity of grief. Her cup 



1 




Now filled, but still slie drank tlie bitter draught 
n to the dregs. 

" Constrained to take the crown. 
For this conalraint I die ; no will of mine 
■Consented to that act; my life atones 
For others' ains. Unwilling frona tiie first, 
"Us now no grief to say good-by to pomp. 
Which ne'er had been niy choice I" 



Upon the block she laid hei beauteous head ,* 
Supporting prayer upon her lips, within 
Her heart, joyous she passed the portals of 
The Grave. 



Here Conscience conquered, and here Hope 
Bunit brightly to the laat i and here did Futh, 

to the uprnounting sun, disperse tlie' obscure 
With the bright dawning of eternal morn.* 
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Engraven on the tablets of out land 
Three names indeliblf remain ; — Behold 
This consieliation giaod ! Our hemisphere 
Can har<!1; hoast of brighter Btars. Their beu 
Can tie'er be dimmed, their light c 

quenched. 
Till suns turn black, the moon in "blood " 

clothed, 
The clouds shall as a flaming scroll become,^ 
And the last fire'_biira all things here below : 
Then, sublimated by a world's vast blaze. 
It, purified, Hhall leave Ihis lower sphere 
And find its home where " suns no more go down.'* 



Who are the three ? Cranmer we name the 
Though last in faitli ! Ridley and Latimer, 
The holy twain together lived and died. 
Behold them at the stake exuldng meet 
The monster Death in his most frightful form 1 ' 






Bawrapped in scorching flame tliey trembled not ; 
Djfing in this tremendous vay they left 
Thia testament,- — Our death thall e'en be life ! 
Oui blood shall fructify the new-sown seed, 
And make it grow and yield a joyful crop. 

Alas, that such a.n orb should have such spots ! 

That its broad disc should be 90 sadly stained ! 

Cranmer, I pity while I must admire I 

A persecutor thou, a renegade ! 

Alas, 'twas so ! WherefAen, the mighty soul, 

The mental strength, which dying did atone 

For all, and closed thy day in cloudless fame ?* 



Melhinks while holy confidence composed. 

And Conscience' inward atnile attested well. 
If any cloud hung o'er thy setting hour 

I It was to thinlc by thine own weali advice 
Young Edward doomed " the maid of Kent " 
death. 
* Set nola K. 



Cranmcr, thy life's a wtmdroas mystery ; 

Thy fieiy death did fiercely purify 

And cleanse thy name from moal untoward deeds; I 

Heroically as " the' unworthy hand " 

Waa Btrelched by thee to be the first consumed,—* I 

The recreant hand which had belied the heart— 

Perhaps a pang arose for hapless Joan '. 

Still admiration conquers, for in death. 

You nobly sealed the faith you loved thtough lifej 

Brothers in life, the martyrs now in death 
Most sweetly fraternize i cheering and cheered 
They did despoil the grave of victory. | 

The taunts of persecuting Cbris^aii men. 
The scoff with holy mildness they returned. 
Happy amid the crackling flame ihey died 
" In sure and certain hope " of joyful day. 
Now read their words, and mark bow holily 
They kept the faith. 

'' Brother, be of good cheer; 
Wc light u candle, which by God's good grace 



Men shall not ever quench ; no, RJdtey, no, 
Never shall its bright light decay." 

'■ Latiraer," 
O hear the brother martyr speak, " with me 
Praise God. He will aesuage or elaegive strength." 
Thus quuling not, these good men fearless died : 
Rest long their fame in every English heart.* 

Oxford ! in thee their blood was shed : upon 
Thy stones their ashes lay i within thy walls. 
In sight of learned colleges and halls, 
This tragedy was done ; yea. Christian priests 
Played well their parts t Bonner, of cruel note, 
And subtle Gardiner, and DocEora too 
Of high degree, in conclave deep agreed 
Ifthey could not convert, why — they would buml 
Yes, Oxford, this thy sin. Methinks 'twas meant 
For thy salvation too I their spirit should 
Heraorialiie thy towers, and sanctify, 



Tlituugh lime, tliy stones with peace. 

11' any part 
or Britaiii's wide domain aliould be more free 
From mental daikness, sure); thine 'a the ^K)t. I 
This " glorious liglit " whici) dawn'd on thee 8fl| 

first. 
Wliile it now spreads indeed the world a 
Touching and gilding almost every land— 
Should now advancing, as a giant, pour 
On thee meridian strength ; basking hcneath, 
Expanding from its kindly warmth, thy sons 
Sliould well reciprocate its ray. 

Oxford I 
No tyranny prelatical tiom thee 
Should come -, no priestly wooid-bc domination: 
No, bathed in tbe lilood of martyrs holy, thou 
At least miisl shudder at such Christian deeds ! 
Miul execrate that pious protestanl 
That would inlliet agun such popish pains. 
They suffered death for Conscience' sake ; you 
feapeii 



The harvest ll>ey had sown ; ihe golden grain 
Have you iiiheiited ; the well-tilled Selds 
Are all your own ; O let youi stewardship 
He marked by peace, nor hatslily deal with thuM 
Wliu, like the gleaners ia tlm' abundant field, 
Would, careful, seek of tliy nci;lectu(l sheep, 
And fold (he wandering lambs of thy vast flock. 



Tlirce mitred martyrs ve have sung ! would we 
At these could stay, and leave iloiie in all 
"nieit fame this trio who so nobly died ; 

The men who by ihcir deaths recorded well 
The indomitable courage Conscience givos 
'Midst pangs the most tenific and unjust. 

An awful truth have we to telL No lime 
Can change the virus of black bigotry ; 
It keeps through ages I 

Years had tolled away. 
Stdl the distilment 'a found, ani 0\\M\ca^i&ve\%vi, 



s and slavish n 
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Rife with despotic a 

Supplies a victim now. 

No tyranny 
la BO imperiouH, so hard to bear. 
As that which makes their own familiar creed 1 
Excuse to ravage this fair spot. " To do 
God service," and sometimes to serve Ihemstlvttt^ 
Have cowled men, called priests, hounded to acts. 
Which give to history its goriest apol, — 
Its blot, the most indeUhle and foul. 



'Tis sad, that those who claim direel succesrioM 
From the apostlea' school, should to forget 
The rudiments fAey taught, the lives they Ud, I 
The practices and precepts promulgated 
Oh, 'tis a horrid thing to persecute 
Your fellow man, because some domination 
Invests you with the power to tyrannize I 
Appal with tacks and screws, then tell the n 
To think with you, or else prepare to die ! 
Or threaten him with manacles and fines 



Unless he pays for sacred wine yott dritib, 
For surplices he never wears, for (ones 
He never liears, and Rigbia he never fiees ! 
Were nol the stem reslitjf the fact, — 
Had not past ages proved each dread iota, 
Men might decree mine an Utopian tale ; 
Figment of poets' and romancers' bruits. 



Coeice the mind 1 impossihic I You make 
A hypocrite ! but the immortal ' tint ' * 
Spurns, laughs, and Je«rs at such imprisonment. 
Tile outward man 'ueuth pain or bribed \>j wealth, 
May play tlie' obedient slave or truckling knave. 
But where 'a the toul whom penalties can make 
Sincere ? and recollect, no bond, no deed 
I On parchment signed and sealed, can e'er enthrone 
nan a sovereign o'er his fellow's soul, 
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No crosier io hia hand, no bisbop's crook. 
And no cathedral pomp, nor gorgeous state 
Illumed hia path, bedecked hia brow ; 

And yet ' I 
His name soundK still in Britain's isle, Nov 
The priestly pnde of Charles tbe Second's dajr tj 
Is past, forgotten, or remains in crime! 
John Bunyau's fame shall last while Death shal 
And man, a sinner, live. Intolerance [te. 
Incarcerated htm in Bedford gaol ; 
But in that prison-house he drevu a chart 
Which e'eii the child can trace ; which guides 

" pilgrim " 
His "progress" through. This universal bo(dit| 



'Ti8 n. 



tforn 



Let Britdn'a Laureate in evidence 

Be heard : he gave the world the " "nnker's tal^^f 

And thought his time well spent on such a w 



Ay, Bunyan, " Pilgrim's Progress " shall enrol 



Thy name 'mongst Brilain's last remeinberud sons, 
And ihough to eaia polite thy trade was rude. 
And thy pieleDsians mean ; where is the hall 
Endowed, or where the college in out land, 
That would not boast itself of suuh a son i 
Alaa I dull mediocrity, we see 
May be a persecutor 'neath his lawn, 
And when he dies, — harring the evil acts 
Which he had done — his name and mem'ry rot. 

Twelveyears yon dungeon'swalls this martyr held! 
Mysterious are the ways of Hiu who tumeth 
Man's wrath to hoon, and man's most direful deeds 
By Him become the harbingers of good. 
Incarcerated thus, he still could show 
The " wicket gate," and though forbade to preach. 
He, like ' Evangelist,' could point the ' Cross ;' 
And many a ' Cliristian ' ;et will bless the theme : 
Tiie sceptic too, although he scoffs the truth. 
Must still the legend read, admire the style, 
If not adore llie strain. 
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Sirajige tribute this, 

ne whone origin was bo obscure ; 
Whose name could no kiag-niade addenda bi 
No letters dread signiticant of rank, 
Or signs mure darkly cabalisticol ; 

le whose trade was known I — a grave offena* | 
Too oft 'mongst those who boast distinctive nisvlu, J 
The chance of birth forsooth, or rank assumed Tn^ 
Ol weaker still, the chance of cash amassed, 
And shining lucre willed most luckily ! 

Unknown by caste, unrecognised by class. 
Unschooled by art, untaught by literature, 
Yea, unsupported and unstained by gold. 
Behold the fame of our John Bunyau dwells 
Within the mud-wall cot, the yeoman's hall. 
In nobles' houses and in royal courts : 
Yea, for off climes repeat his holy fame. 
And coloured sons, rejoicing, read the theme, 

I Historic iiJustrution of the power 



Of Conscience to support 'nealh marly rdoin, 
Here now ve close. Bright as examples are 
Tiie lookiiig-glftM of later life shows not [high 
Such mirrored men — such dazzling deeds. Stars 
And bright, their altitude we ne'er can reach. 
And parting from them still we lingering gaze. 
Adoringly admire. 

But yet our day 
And our locality are rich in one 
Who now sliall form an intermediate Unk 
Connecting bygone acts with modern deeds. 

My native county boasts a noble man ; 

Not noble hy hia rank — his pedigree ; 

No coroneted pageantry blozed o'er 

His brow ; and no heraldic line his name, 

Or lengthened lineage traced. Ancestral pride 

Gives no refulgent lustre to his acts, 

And genealogy tells not his fome. 

'Twas Cardiiiglon's secluded apol "hXwcXv t\iiw\i. 
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The m»n. 'Twas by tlie Ouse's rippling streaoi I 
Hi? dwelt 1 its winding banks he strolled, anf 1 
On misery and pain. [mused I 

Tlie God-like plan 
Of fiaiting the captive's darksome cell, 
Aud ministering to the sick, far olf, 
Elxed finnly in his mind ; and having dtunk 
Himself of that dark cup hy sorrow drugged. 
He sweetened much the bitterness of grief 
By balming others' woes. 

Yes, Bedfardshire, i| 
De proud of this biighc name — the world's widffl 

It consecrates, through time, your soil ; ay, ^ 
Your flats a moral eminence, to which 
'nieSimplonpass, o'er cloud-capt Alps, sinks loWv J 
Where'er the human foot hath left its print, i 
The waters float our ships, or winds do sigh 
Over the wreck of pour humanity, — 
Where sorrow pity claims, and crime the sigh. 



There shRll the name i>f out John Howard be 
Enshrined for aye, as Mercy's besl of sons. 
Philanthropy 's sometimes a hackiiied term ] 
I To grace Eubscriptioii ilstE^ or boast the alms 
Which, ostentation sly, we do parade : 
To wax most warm in elnqtience, to give 
The mite indeed : this often is the' extent 
or some irho will most musirally dwell 
Upon tlie notes of sweet philanthropy I 
Not so with all ; we still have those who know 
The richness of that true benerolence 
Which keeps the secret from their own right hand ) 
And whilst they advocate, the heart responds. 

Howard 's ahme ; and his philanthropy, 
Peculiarly his own ; no rival here 1 
To love, to venerate, and to admire [worth. 

The name— to boast the spot that owned sncli 
This now 'b the purport of my minstrelsy. 

Well might the senate of our \an<i fTDno^»\cc 



Him good ; and Burke his kindly acts proclum ; 
Well might thai giant amongst giant-men 
In strains sublime pour forth his eulogy.* 

Once more bie home he leaves ; he ploughs theifl 

And Russia's wide domain beholds him come 
To cleanse hei celts and stay her plagues ; alas 1 1 
'Twas there the enand ceased, and Pity, there. 
Wept the gad loss of her most favourite sou 

Comparison we draw 'iwixt Mercy's child, 
And him, Amhitiou'a boy I Napoleon's coun^ 1 
John Howard's blessed career, we would airajj 
In parallels would place the twain, and then 
The righteous tribute, due to each, adjudge. 



Napoleon, like the comet's sweeping blaze, 
— His vast magnificence but omened death !- 
Appearing but to' alarm, and when he fell 



I 



Joy beamed on e»ery face, that felt or feared 
The visitation of such fatal pomp. 



O'er lazarettos, 'midst mepbitic gloom, 
Like lo the star of Mercy, Howard shone ; 
Its cheering beam pierced e'en the shades of death. 
And taught the captive's heart to hush its mi 
He sank, no more ' to kindle on our sky,' 
Each eye upturned gazed on the darkened spot, 
And hearts then heaved tlie deep regretful sigh. 

Comparison goes on, and aa ne read 
That Russia's wastes, her fields of froaen snow. 
Were visited by both these men ; ne say, 
How different their objects, how diverse 
Their ends I — 

To' assuage tlie pestilence, to pour 
The heating oil upon the smarting wound ; 
To minister to sonow's outcast child, 
Was the last mission of his mortal life : 



He wenl ihe messenger of pence ! 

While he 
Napoleon, tlie scourge of Europe, lasli'd 
The Cossack into pitiless revenge ! 
Where'er his military legions march 
Wat's direful deaolaticms follow them *, 
Where'er his eagles waved or squadrons swept,* I 
The man of Bedfordshire, — beloved, revered 
In mercy's ranks, — " after life's fitful " dream 
"Sleeps well" 'iieath Russia's sod. 

Moscow I belioUi^ 
A nation's funeral pyre t the molten sky 
Bespeaks revenge unseen, unknown before : 
And he, whose "forward' yet had known 40^ 
Gazed, paralyzed, upon the frightful dame. [che<^4 
Retreat to half a million men was change 
Indeed ! Winter's (ierce tooth and bitter fang • 
Fastened upon the chivalry of France ; 
Their carcases beatrew'd the snowy plain 
Making a rich manure for sterile fields. 
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Li deep dismay he fled the' uiicunquet'd clime, 
His motto, then, " Let each one save himieU','' 
Yet, truly strange affection here was shown ! 
Death, mercilessly, he had strewn about. 
Thick as the leaves by Autumn's scatt'ting blast i 
Yet as he swiftly rode this Golgotha, 
From icy lips and freeeing tongues the cry. 
Or"'ViverEmpereur!"wouldsound uponhisears,' 
Adding its mockery to his angoished heart. 

Their deaths compare ; the contrast still we see i 
Each far from home and kin now dies alone I 
Napoleon dwells on dlsappoinunciit keen,— 
Howard, moat hopeful, dies 1 

The Corsican, 
Smarting 'neath loss of fame, writhing eitpites ! 
This Prospero, whose necromantic sword 
With glitt'ring sweep bade kings lo reign, or 
The diadems of Emperors lo the dust — [waved 
Behold him die I The direful, bloody gaine 
• 8«e nMf K. 
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Of war was played ; Prometheus-tike enchai 
Upon yon rock, alone, he dies ! And there, 
Nom hear him cha^e upon the treach'rous dice 
The' ill luck of hia anabitioua throw ; he dwells 
With bitterness on disappointing t 



Without one fear the Englishman met death I 
" Thb grand ' last enem; ' alarma me not ; 
I meet his call, nor tremble at his dart i 
No ostentatious pomp my grave surround, 
Nor let the' imposing sculptured monument 
Mark where I lie." 

Thus died 'neath Cherson's waUs, 
The man whom rural Cardington sent forth 
To succour human woe. His name 's engraved 
On England's blood/ess page, and Bedfordshire 
Is proud to' enrol his name amongst her s 

Behold you tablet in this village church,* 
And as we muse upon the sacred slab, 



I 



Our parallel ahall close. — 

Happy in death, 

JUsurffom was the atat that cheer'd his eyes ! 

His dying pillow by its beams tllumed, 

Aod as his night of mortal life now closed. 

It ushered in an everlasting ntom. 

" Christ is my hope," was in hia heart ; 'tis now 
' Inscribed within these consecrated walls. 

Memorial of the great philanthropist! 

Yes, Caidiiigton, to thee is richly due - 

A veneration more than banner'd walls. 

The spoils and blasonry of war. 
I Now mark 

I Tlie dying couoh of him whom Auslcrlitv 
I Had known ; — of him who bade the waters flow 
■ 'Neath Lodi'a Bridge nith blood ■, of hiin whose 
I Like to a pestilence, swept all before — [hosts, 
V •5111 Torres Vedras told them where to slay ; — 
ft, Of him, a second Hainiibo], who scaled 
■"■Tlie Alps, iiiid jjour'd upon Italia's fields 
I A sea of human gore i — 



'Twas St. Helena 
Saw him depart whose spirit oraveil a world. 
Sic transit gloria mtrndi was the cloud 
Which hung above his close of mortal day." 

A people now may vie to boast bis name, 

A moDumental pillar elevate ; 

Ajr, raise a structure for the world's wide gaze 

Beating at once their gloiy and disgrace. 

M; choice would wend m; way to Cardinglon 1 
Its old grey church and simple niuraJ stont 
Give to the feeling heart a sweeter thrill 
Than the triumphal arch, which often span 
An empire's tomb, a nation's sepulchre ! 
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liaiDg from the theme vre last have penn'd. 

Wah ! 'tis a little word ; its letters, three ; 

But so compendious and horrifle 

The combinatioTi that the vowel gives 

To its two consonants, that you may search 

Tlie lexicon of terrors through, nor fijid 

Its compeer in the list. This word involves 

The aggregate of human woe — each crime 

And bitter sin embraces. A compound 

Of such a blood-Etuned colouring we cannot 

Invent a term to' express or to' enforce. 

The awful sin of man's called " glorious war ! " 

Name it aright, my muse, nur flinch the truth. 

Except defensive war uosheath the sword, 

Tis wholesale butchery — 'tis slaughter foul ! 

But still there 's compensation for all this ; 

For men, in war, magnificently bleed ! 

And they are muiicallj/ marched to death I 

What detml might be brouijht to evidence 



C6 WAR, 

The desolations of the swoid. Wbit wrecks ' 

Increase the' accutnukling pite of wax's 

Sad common guilt ; we shudder at the' ascent 

Of this dark mount of man's iniquity. 



As pond'riiig o'er the mausoleum's dust, 

Let not a spurious uensibility 

Arise ; nor, as je view 'iieath lofty domes 

Sculptured memorials of the mighty dead. 

Let awe profound creep o'er youi frame. I 

Should nil the heart as ye lament the cattse 

For which such zeal was given — sucli skill w 

And see in trophied marbled monumeiils [sbowff J 

A composite of sighs, wails, groans and tears ; 

A structure built in blood, and polished 

I3y Death. 

Ye kitigB Bupteme, and cabinets 
Controlled, a word wiih you. 

These i/otir macliiu* 
Are hut the servants of your high behests. 
And so are innocent compared with you j 



'The fate of nations ott is In your hantts, 
Your pen decrees, and War and Rapine march.* 

I know 'tia hard ofl-tlmea " to keep the peace." 

lis so in families and neighbourhoods ; 

But ever recollect, " woe be lo him 

Bj whom the' offence shall come." Tl.is Bible 

truth 
Hemdns when continents are scathed by war, 
Or feuds, intestine, wreck a household's peace. 

" Britain," my native land, "with all thy faults 
1 love thee still," nor would 1, willing, leave 
The land that gave me birth, with all its fog 
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And change, for cloudleeB Oriental clirues. 
Cerulean skies, and aromatic air : — 
Bill still, my country, I lament thy faults, 
Ni]T least thy share of war.* I 

This GhriBtian land * 
Should well eschew affroot, nor bare the sword ' 
Except when dearest rights force her to draw. 
'Tia writ, " He bade the waters round ihee flow — 
No walls of brass could g:uard thee ao" — then whjj^l 
If liquid bulwarks do at once protect 
And bound our isle, adventure war? Hark how ] 
State policy In glowing terms will point 
To' our Colonics, and tell us to protect ! 
Acquire in peace, your cement then is love ; 
A conquer'd clime coercion still must bold. 
'Tis always an, and seizure calls for blood ; 



.Btljnppljlu uut kle.ihlll I 

'J I Irow, bow Iba (Juoit« gUiry 



It retain b; humftii sacrifice '. 
See, iminolateil m^ riadB point the spot 
— A miserable jungle ground, and lurs 
For beasts — that caused their wholemJe Encrifii 

O territoml narl ensangxdned deeds 
Belong to the» — k Pirate's barren roofc, 
A niarahj fen, dank wood, or sliinitig ore. 
Huve been the nliars upon which, O shame, 
Mjr fellow Christian men hare sacrificed ; 
And 'midst expiring groans and shrieks, — kni 
In blood — no visitEngs of Conscience seem [deep 
To' invade the ealmnesi of their breasts I Alo 
Why is this so ? I solve, and then proceed. 



The mast, combined, can do, dare do, what each 
Would, singly, shudder at i and he revolts 
At midnight crime, who will, compunctionless. 
Beneath the blessed aun bid slaughter reign, — 
" Let slip the dogs of war." 
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On foreign lands, 
And o'er the broad champaign to pour our troops 
Oft-times adds extra guilt. Defenaive 
From "wooden walls" was Britain's earliest boas^ 
And ber chief glory is entwined with deeds 
Perforra'd by British tars ; — In early years 
They saved the land from foreign bigots' rule. 
Taught the Armada's priests that England's sc 
Were never made for slaves ; — in later days 
The man who conquer'd earth, the sea still owg 
Britannia's rule, and bade the' invader flee. 
" Lojii/ may she hold her awful right ;" still may 
Her "thunders idit/ sleep," or, only uiahe 
To pour their wrath on the invading foe ; 
Nor may we ever wealten this strong power 
By sending troops were nought 's the gain but 
Nought the reward but a Usurper's name, [gold. 



Of" homelier stuff" — of m 



Within tlie bosom of our social si«t«, 

Now sing. From nlist we see, and liear, and 

We would indite, and would communicate. 

This virtue first we speali, and we premise 
It is so good the vilest reprobate, 
Hating, must still admire. 

" Friendship, alaa ! 
'Tia but a uame," Sometimes 'tis aomething more. 
Rare though the Bpenmeng, when once 'tis found 
No sublunarf jewel 's lilce a friend — 
Dross, dross is all, compared to this assay'd 
And sterling gold. 

" Who hath not lost a friend ?" 
Let not this repetition irksome prove j 
I do repeat it, 1 have buried one. 
"Us tributary thus to speak of him. 
Nor shall my pen a falsehood frame : he ne'er 
Deceived i his open, honest, guileless lieart 



Knew not tbe nay to Lie i and on his brow 
The nimgon mantle of a trsitor'B part 
Ne'er fell ; hia frank reproof, sincere advice, 
Sliunn'd fellowship vrith sinister design j 
No oil of bland deceit beneath his tongue ; 
Hia heart in harmony with lips agreed 
To save hy coimsel, and to wain from harm. 
No selfish principle dwelt in Ms breast, 
It found no harbourage, no refuge there. 
His friend to him bore this affinity, 
I wound myself when 1 wound him, and do 
Mj conscience wrong. 

The contrast now suppose) 
Still, like the Aiah spoiled by treachery, 
Though he may injure yet I would not stal). 
He has participated of my salt. 
And broke with me my bread. — ' 

1 gay, begone! 
Hia act remains ; let him wander forth 




A moral Cain, 'neath pangs of foul remorse 
For confidence abused, and murdered peace. 

"Tis strMt when trudging through the arid sandi. 
The waetes and solitudes of human life, 
When cloudleas thought in mental vision se^.s 
And recoUeetion dwella on one who lived 
And died a laitbful friend. 

When tliis is ao, 
When Conscience says you never duped, and him 
You ne'er deceived, this wilderness has still 
A verdant spot on which your gaze may rest : 
And, like the sweet oasis, it will refresh ; 
'Twill oheer and solace as we journey on. 

Let no ill-natured charge the sin suggest. 
My sentiments verge towards misanthropy. 
No, no ; my tongue mu^t cleave, and my right 

Its CUDuiug lose, ere 1 sball cease lu' esteem ; 
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Yea, deep respect raust ever be my debt ; 
And kindly eyes that read may gueaa where due.l * 
But recollect, while fiiendBhip withers, dies, 
Without the twain : esteem, sincere respect. 
May live apart from iriendahip'a root. 

Friendship's 
Familiar, and it seeks a kindred heart : 
Esteem, respect, are often courtesies, 
And obligations ; and the grateful heart 
Kejoices in the payment of their due. 



" O Charity! sweet Charity I" from lips 

Will warble forth i buC Is the heart in tune ? 

Crowds congregate for Charity ; her shrine 

OfV-times is loaded with rich sacrifice ; 

And pompous show adds adventitious aid, 

Music's entrancing tones are often used, 

And dazzling eloquence is [nade a lure 

To catch those butterflies, who wing their flight I 
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When losy sunshine gilds the smiling scene, 
And meads, bedecked with flowers, send Torth 

" The end ma; sanctify the means ! " Hence see 
The whirl of fasliioii pour to routs and balls, 
And fancy fetes ; their plea is Charity. 
This, the world's cuEtom, shall from me receive 
No Cynic's sneer : the good in doite, then let 
The giatefiil meed remain. 

But Charity 
By crowds is not my theme ; nor let me now 
Divide the current of my musing thought. 
1 would example give, and point the man 
Who, with a heart " to feel another's woe,' 
Flows out in pure benevolence ; and lilte 
The aweet and constant spring whence issues life, 
His charity doth cheer his dwelling place. 
Infirmities may cloud his days, and deep 
Afiflicrion add its gloom ; yet 'midst it all 



A cheerful beam bre^a through as he relieves 
The sufieringa of his kind j their grateful smila 
Reflect a tay more precious than the bud's 
Meridian blaze. 

Achieve this charity, 
It is a chann against despair ; it throws 
Rich radiance o'er the darkest hour, and ^Ids ' 
The most impalpable obscure. Conscience 
Approves it well, and will on weeping eyes 
Sweet solace shed, and, tike the kindlj bow 
Arching the' expanse, aitd smiling 'midst the stomifS 
Convey the twofold boon of Hope and Peace. 



As certain as the sparke are upwards borne. 
Afflictions visit man. 

Aiid " woes iiiid pains, 
A sad inheritance," is the entail 
Of all who claim aifiuity with clay. 
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" Each moment baa lis sickle, emulous 
Of time's eDomioua scythe, whose ainjile sweep 
Strikes empires from the root; each mimient 

plays 
His little weapon hi the narrower sphere 
Of sweet domestic coiofori, and cuts down 
Hie fairest bloom of sublunary bliss." 

Thus the' Eternal pen hath written truth -. 
Eternal truth remains. 

Thus poeta sing, 
And though ima^nation is their sphere, 
Romance prompts not the' indubitable line. 
No, no I with bittemesa the cup is steeped. 
And ail must drinlc. 

The draught, alas! to some, 
la longer and more nauseous ; yea, the diegs 
By some ate drained, while others only taste. 
Yet, lite the fabled cup of old, the sip 
Or draught issues alike in death. 



Could we 

Unclasp Ihe bulky book uf life, what strange 
Recital would iu ample pages give. 
To prove the truth of this affiictive tlicme. 
Twofold are ilia, the woes we can't prevent; 
From which no wit or wisdom guards : then, thoM J 
Inflicted by the savage hate of man I 

This section sings the first. Distresshig a 
They often are, with Conscience healthy, still 
Afflictions may appal, and SU with fear. 
But still not crash the heart — it bleeds, yet liffl 
Grief's springing from thb bitter root may e'en '' 
O'cishedow all our futore daya ; but still. 
With Conscience luminous in truth, we have ' 
A light to guide through all the gloom. 

And now 
Behold the ^re mourning his only «on ! 
He heaves the agonizing ^gh, and says, 
■• My Bon, would I had died for thee, iny si 



Yet while the tear, parental, starts and rolls 
Ailowii the manly cheek, still, when the burst 
Is o'er, calmly he will resign. 

The mother's 
Wail over her J!TSt-born is exquisite woe I 
The inward sigh, and the deep hidden groan 
From Memory's retrospective piercing view. 
None but the mother knows ; and none can feel 
Or share the mother's grief. It is a wound 
That ever bleeds, and though no outward scar 
Bewraya the direful " cut," tis never stanched, 
And the for distant day beholds her weep 
The blight of her " young first-born bud of bliss." 

The Prodigal may never more return : 
Each day his empty chair shall fill with fear. 
And cause the «gh to swell the' aching heart j 
Each nigbt the little room and ofl-piessed bed 
Are visited, and crushing thoughts prevail. 
The parents dwell on cue, and love forgot I 
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This brings the hottest tear, mout panging thrill ; 

Then feeluig points a child's ingratitude 

But Btiil the frost of filial neglect 

Stays not the flow of deep parental love 

The stairs each night are trod, the dooi ij 

His lasl " good n^bt" tolls lilie the diainal Lnell 

Upon the anguished patents' ears. 

When all is concord, peace, and love j when dajvj 
Revolve, and circle all in joy ; when suns 
But rise to witness fervent love ; and when 
They set, still sunshine smiles " at home ;" I 

Hasten, hours fly, and days then roll away 
Too fast. Seasons still find the tteating pul! 
Telling each other's weal, advancing years 
Increase prolonged peace ; — to part vthen this 
Is so, leaves the loae heart m ruin deep. 
To see the fond one pine ; consamption. fell. 
Wither the roseate from the cheelt ; to marli 
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The grave lamp fix 'ueath the transparent skin, 

Its fatal flame, and flush the paly cheek ; 

To vum Death's shadow croes the loved one's 

Dark'ning for aye the lustre of the eye ; [brow. 

And as it, Iransieiil, flits, at once lo^ttd 

Rigidity commence, pulsation cease ; 

To know the clods must cover, and the worms 

Will gnaw, and foul corruption revel o'er 

The form so much beloved and so entwined 

Around the heart, as e'en to make us say, 

*' Thy death sh^ be my death, thy tomb my 

To feel this parting is ouc lot— atoiw [tomb," 

To live amid " the ruins of our joys ! " 

This is bereavement past the power of words 

To' express; nor need we wonder if the blight 

Destroys the kindred bud. 

And yet, perchance, 
The grave is merciful I A Iwiruf death 
Sometimes inflicts a lie oner pang than e'er 
Was known as "ashes to ashes, dust to dust," 



With rumbling sound, fall on the coffin lid. 

But still with all the poignant grief, dismay, 

Such clauda may cause ; such storms may bring, 1 

although 
The man may shrink before the bitter blast, 
And 'tieath the tempesit for a while may quail, ' 
Yet Conscience guides bim 'midst the howlii^4 

The ship may creak, but Ibis preserving buoy 
No thief can steal, no surging sea o'erwhelm 
It warning gives amid the boiling roar 
Of whelming waters' wildest rush ; 'tis seen 
'fiove maddened waves and blinding surf, and 
The fatal rock or shoal. [shews 

Ay, should the storm. 
Whether the blast of heaven or howl of man. 
Lash the poor fatal bark rill through her planks 
Her goodly merchandize is swept ; the hull 
Driving at mercy of the winds and waves. 
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Vet ConHtence, still unsinned tgainst, will float 
Above the sinking nreck. 

The man may watoli 
The Wftters' swell sweeping his freight away ; 
He looks ! a moment nature conquers then ; 
The gush of grief bears chorua to the storm ! 

e'en in this extremitf, Conscience 
Will pout her peaceful oil on raging waves, 
Assuage their fury if not cause a calm. 



Thus the fliBt section of our ^nng concludes ; 

s we recite. These are a random few 
Of bright examples that the world can g^ve 
n Conscience can support 'neath agony. 
But still the delegated power must be 
Subordinate ; therefore vce humbly bow. 
I And tribute pay to Him who bade it wear 
I An angel's form, or else a devil's shape, 
■ Infusing peace or else infltcting woe. 



Sometimes we are perplex 

doubU 
WiL acepticize the inind ; Impaliei 
AcraigD. and, sometimes, question His behest, | 



We see advereily's bleak wind blow o'er 
The house of him nhoise ways aie just with ir 
We see affliction's cup dru^ed bitterly 
For him whose kindly deeds deserve it least : 
Tills singular atlotment we may see, 
And Chen our scepticism prompts the why ? 
Sometimes the blasts of heaven appal the soul > 
He, from his " flsts," lets loose the stormy winds, 
And bids them spend the fury of theii wrath 
On your devoted head. Their hurtling rage 
You question. Is it right? The "puny arm," 
Almost, you raise against that Power who doth 
Command the storm, who only " peace " can 
Yes, strong in his integrity, behold [speak. 

Tlie creature speaks, and Conscience justified. 



Impels the man, in bitterness of soul, 
" To fill his mouth with arguments," atid say. 
Wherefore dost thou, O God, contend with me ? 
Why should thy vast Omnipotence wage war 
With me, a worm ? and having fashioned me. 
Why dost thou thus destroy ? * 

Be cautious, man ! 
In this extremity secure the light 
By Conscience giv'en within tlie safety lamp 
Of Faith, for should you rashly plunge alone 
Into the dark abyss of pioiidence. 
And think, with it, to pierce the deep profound, 
Youll And, as fatal as the cavemed damp 
Cliai^ed with explosive air, the rash resolve 
In denser darkness ends : or else this light, 
Which might have cheered, most fatally will blast. 

We sometimes see the hellish scowl of Hate 
Returned for holy works and kindly deeds j 
We see the callous wretch's treacherous smile 



Winning the guerdon due to actleES truth ; 
We aee MaligDancy, with iron hoof, 
Ride rampant over Mercy's sweet domain ; 
We see Oppression trample upon right, 
And Villnny, we see, will secret crawl, 
And milden man's most prized possessiun ; — - 
All this we see, and wonder where's the bolt 
To strite such ruffians dead ? Conscience co 

demns, 
And e'en the lenient world "guilty" records, 
Yet punishment's delajfed, — 

The reason why 
Search not ; enough to know the time will com 



EtiI U in the world i search not the why ! 
Enough to know there ia a cure ; enough 
To feel the peace that Conscience can afford : 
This is the amulet that Baves through a]!, 
This is the pole-star of the soul ; no night so dar)^ J 
Nor gloom so thick, but its bright beam s 
Yea, let loniado, hurricane, conspire, [pierce ; 
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And mortal Blorms in furious anger blow 

Od your devoted house, if nought within 

Assist the storm, it stanils ; and though unroofed, i 

— A BpecUcIe for pitying men — its walls 

Hold firm, becauae on Conscience' Rock 'tis built. ] 

T^ua we have wrote ; alas ! our specimens 
Are samples of the bulk of human woe ; 
But as the scale of inches measures miles. 
So, as you look upon this little draught. 
Apply the rule, and you may find some peace 
As scanniog the dimensions of their griefs : 
And though the' admeasurement may not accord 
With the extent or colour of your own ; 
And though our picture's limn'd in difTrenl sbades, 
Yet ever recollect, no ill o'ertakes 
Which Conscience wiU not triumph o'er. 

Triumph 
She will amidst the wreck of wealth, the blight 
Of sublunar; peace and joy, the loss 
R 2 



or God's best bleasing— health. Support she give 
Wben timid Triends forsake, and fiends asaail. 

Tfaus thU coinpartment of out noof is worked i 
Painjvl it is to see tbis texture's ground 
Is dark with woe — yet pleasing is the task ,- 
For see the tissue 's wove by Conscience' hand ' 
With purest threads of golden Love, and Hope's \ 
Sweet silvery lines. Faith, smiling, loots upon 
The chequered work ; prospective comfort dra' 
For every future trouble, blast, nnd storm. 



PART II. 



ARGUMENT. 



THE CONDEMNING POWJ 

lUnatntiani^ Richud Ill.,<Anib 
thought on the BefvTDiatlai] [) If 



CONSCIENCE. 



This second part of Conscience* power to' excuse 
Or else accuse, I tremble as I touch. 
The first, though bitter, still contained a sweet ; 
And though the arrow pierced, there yet was 

balm 
To* assuage, if not to heal, the keenest wound. 
Not so our second book ; in it we limn 
Portraits of flagrant Guilt and bitter Crime. 



Think not this heavy charge alike appliei 

So universally that every sin 

Merits (he blasting censure of out pen. 

Steps have been ta'en in Vice, and then retraceil -, 

The heart, not hardened, weeps the wayward act|« 

Sorrow's deep penitential tear will flow, 

And then will Conscience righteously airard. 



Crime 's simple and compound. The venial 
To him that falls, will hitng enough of grief. 
The gust of paesion blows Philosophy 
Unto the winds, and proves the man a fool ; 
And makes him roe for many an after day ; — 
The hasty word, and then the blow of wrath, 
May e'en inflict calamity must dire, 
And bid him mourn for aye the ebullition 
Of his wild rage : and then, perchance, we meet 
An accident when out of Duty's path ; 
This, sometimes, clouds our fiiture day with di 
Reflective grief. Space, want of time, reatricte" 
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Our quoting further illustration here 

Of Ihoae who thus may err against her law ; 

But their repentance deep, i 

Follow upon the heels of t; 

Conscience beholds, and stem as her decree, 

Coinpunctiously she weeps as she CDndemns ; 

And he who guilty pleads will not rebel 

Against her judgment true. 

Ofl-times we see 
The consequences rest upon the head 
Of biin alone who slips — his fall 's his own. 
No aggravation then, I trow, takes place 
Because, by him, his flesh and blood 's involveil. 
Or friend most mercilesslf crushed. 

Lightly 

Such likenesses we touch ; Conscience applies 
Her rod in mildest fonn, yet pure remorse 
Blesses the hand that whips. 

Not so to those 
Who spurn her law — do despite to her will 1 
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To those who lier rebukes neglect ; who laugh 

To scom the warnings of her "still small vai 

Haidened, wage open war against her reign 

To those who elevate their selfish wills, 

And make their vices paramount 'bove al! ; — 

To those who on the neck lay the li 

And ride with murd'ring madness o'er the fencft 

Virtue hath reared around her peaceful spot ; — 

To those whose heads are high, though clothed 

in ebame, 
Who spurn at moral law, and scoundrels live ' . 
Their guilty day ; — ' I 

To those who on their betf 
Plot wickedness, and in the gloom of night * 
" Lurk privily for blood ;" — I 

To those who makfc'i 
Slander their trade, and lep'rous distilmenl 
Prepare beneath the tongue ; — 

To those whom deep 
Ingratitude incites to farther crime i 
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To those who gamble character away 
By fatal throw of dice, or reckless sin ; 

each and all, I would moat solemnly 
Denounce. Wouldthaisome power could extirpate 
From ihis fair land, this genun vile, this hell 
Engendered brood, infecting goodly earth — 
Her air with blight — her sweetest streams with 
I would improve the fabled tale of old, [death. 
Invoke again another Hercules 
To cleanse this worse than den of Augean filth, 
Strangle these snakes, destroy these beasts of prey. 

My palette ready and my canvass stretched, 
Colours we have, and portraits too, alas ! 
Let me but justly mix, and copy true. 
Frown not on mediocrity, because 
The pictures are too tamely drawn ; nor grudge 
The lielp my copying pencil may obtain 
From "studies" limn' d by him the "master great." 
t works adDia. and beautify our land ; 



T^e scholar looks and learns, the sage witii alt' 
HU lore is loat in admiration oft. 



Our native history shall again afford 
Some ill uslrati Otis for our Iheme ; and first 
We turn the' early page, ensample trace of 
Conscience' power to' oeeiMe. A moment paw 
This caution dow we fervently indite. 
Beware of Pride, and O eschew Ambidon. 

Ambition ! O thou Moloch of man's race ! 
Whether we scan the stoop d( diadems, 
Or meaner devotees who homage pay ; 
Whether a Xerxes, or Napoleon ; 
Cssar, who bade his Eagles make the world 
Their quarry — or a weeping Alexander i — 
Whether the man who in his local sphere 
Swells high, and plays the supercilious fool : 
Diverse pursiuts, — the passion still the same— 
One a fair land will madlj pauperize, 
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Earning ssd fame by rapine and by blood ; 
The other beggars self and kin. Thus each 
Brings his oblation to Ambition's shrine. 
Beware I foul Pride behhid the curtain sits, 
And rules the awful litea. A mother here 
She plays ; Ambition ia her progeny. 
Kingdoms have rued they reared the frightful imj<. 
And families and neighbourlioods have cursed 
Its hateful birth. 

We here begin ; we trace 
The day when Richard, Duke of Gloster, reigned. 
Through blood, ambitious man, he reached the 

Crime followed crime ; his usurpation sealed 
By oement red t still fresher blood marked his 
Ascent to fatal power ; Richard, 'tis said, 
Now shuddered at himself. Yet, having played 
The knave at first, so wilfully, fresh deeds 
Of wrong quick followed acts of hygone guilt. 

The cup of wrath to him filled fast, \n<i«>^^'. 
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Swiil retribudan fell on Richard's head. 

See. " doubly aimed is he whose quarrel's right 

This [he king knew. He knew his c 

That Richmond was the' avenger of his 
Then Conscience went to worii, and in the night 
Made Che chest heave with frightful inward pangs ; 
Yes, " shadows struclc more terror to the soul 
Of Richard," than " suhslance " clothed in mul 
" Armed in proof!" [and 

See Richard's night, ere mom 
Broke over Bosworth field i what dreadful dreams! 
What stinging thoughtsi what fearful words hbt' 
Bore witness to ; and his soliloquy [tend 

Has such a wondrous combination in 't 
To' express the matter of the soul, I dare 
Not but insert tiie whole ; without compare 
In its condemning words. It stands alone, 
'Midst uninspired lore, for truth conveyed 
In language simple, solemn, and sublime. 
To sbotv the crime and then the deep remorso 
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Its parallel 's unknown. 

[" The Gliogts t 

King Richard starts i 



ul of his dreatn.] 



" Give me another horse — bind up my wounds — 
Hare mere;, Jesu! Soft, 1 did but dream. 

coward Conecience I haw thou dost afflict me. 
The lights bum blue — Is it not dead midnight ? 
Cold fearful dropa stand on my trembling fleKb, 
What do I fear ? Myself? there 's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard : that is, I am 1. 

Is there a murd'rer here ? No ; — yes, 1 am ; 
Then fly— what, from myself? Great reason : Why? 
Lest I revenge. What? Myself on myself? 

1 love myself. Wherefore ? For any good 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

Oh no, alaal 1 rather hate myself 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 

1 am a villain -. yet I tie. I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well ; fooi, do not flslter I 



L 

^Bohlf conscience has a Ihousnnd several tongues, 
^l^nd cveiy longue brings in a several tale, 
And every tale condemns tne for a villain. 
Peijury, pequry in the highest degree. 
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree : 
AH several sins, all used in each degree, 
^rong to the bar, crying all, Guilly ! guilty I 
t shall despair — there is no creature loves me. 
And, if I die, no soul shall pity me : 
J4ay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 
'Methought the souls of sU that I had murdered 
ICame to my tent ; and every one did threat 
'To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard," 



Wolsey, a butcher's son was bom ! Ipswich, 
Tia said, gave birth to this proud mitred priest. 
His early days 'tis not for us to trace ; 
"Nor need we search the time when first the "tide"' 



^ 
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Began to flow which on its " flood " bore fame 
And fortune ; his huge magni flee nee, 'tis said, 
No coroneled noble, — potent prinoe, 
Could e'en compete, or vie with his vast state. 
His palaces remiun, and in them Bee 
Memorials of the man — the miniBler 
Who almost played the king, 

Henry had ahawered 
Upon hi» head a golden lain, and though 
Not satiated hy the flood, and though, 
"I'a said, his pride prelatical scarce linew 
A bound, or his ambition measurement. 
He f et knew how to serve, and grateful ties 
Bound many to his chariot wheels. 

But ah ! 
A. time was come when, lo! in character 
The priest should stand, and hold (he middle place 
Between the king of clay and Nature's God ! 
Here Wolsey'a pride 'gaiifcat duty madly fought ,- 
Here Wulsey ialtered, and his conscience leil, 
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Het law forsook ; and for awhile chicane, 

Mental daplicity, and stratagem 

Prevailed ; this awful inward war was waged, 

And Wolaey'a fall was sealed. 

Fatal resolve 
Of the' eighth Harry. The state was poor escoi 
To crush a heart, and violate God's law. 

The Satirist has said that " gospel light 

First shone from Bullen's eyes." And thus he 

Mysterious design, and settles doubt I [solves 

Solution strange, for such a vi 

This knotty point 1 leave for 

My simple reas'nmg thus would I condense 

Strange mystery that man's free agency 

Should bring to pass inscrutable resolve 

"Tis paradoxical, but still 'tb true, 

And leave out Faith, the wit of man is 

In labyrintliine wanderings ; no clue 

He finds to thread llie puzzling ma^e. The fool 



1 
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No better reason gives than " Fortune — Patel " 
Wliile he who iniatt will say, " 'twaa so designed." 
If ysterious doctrine I God icith man, by tnao, 
Through man will work ! The' union so complete 
That man's ojca act shall bring about decree I • 
Strang mystery, 1 say again, but true ; 
Nor need we cracit the brain the lact to' explain ; 
Time's latest hour will find it still remain ; 
Eternal shall it last. 

Though good arise, 
By ordination strange, through evil acts. 
And villany may herald good, and for 
A while fame crown iniquity, " he sure 
Thy sin will find thee out." and Ihy desert 
Shall illustrate the justk« of a God ! 
Therefore, while we adoie the vast design 
That willed the Refornifttioi)*s sun to shine 
O'er our obscure, — that bade the " Luther light " 
To chase the owls and bats of monkibh night 



From England's ahoie9, ;et we must still lameB 
The cause, so sadi the agettcy, so foul. 
Finite, we rauet not dare to' arraign the mode . 
By which Hb worketh out hit purposes 
And makes subsidiary the viajs of man I 
SUll we maintain that Henry was made free ; 
He chose the crime which worked a nation's we 
Most willingly he dealt m mn and death. 
His meed—" Iniquity encompassed him," 
Binding the heartless king in direful chains. 
A premature old age, nnd loathsome days. 
Made Tudor's mighty king a living pest .' 
His name is blotted in old England's book ; 
It ignominious stands on history's page, 
And Henry, " the defender of the faith,'' 
Is pilloried, by one consent, on Scorn's 
High pedestal, for most outrageous deeds ; — 
Brutality, without compare, and waste 
Of blood so wanton, so inhuman, too. 
That Nero's school would blush to own him son,4 
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We say ihat Wolaey faltered. See, with shtmei 
How Heavcn'a ambassador foi^ot his name 
And played the go-between " 'twixt pope and 

king!" 

Kale pulled the mask aside and showed the knafei 
Wolsey had told hct to " be patient yet." 



" I will when ye are humble ; nay, before. 

Or God will punish ine. I do believe, 

Induced by potent circumstances, that 

You are my enemy ; and make my challenge ; 

You shall not be my judge -. for it is you 

Have blown this cold betwixt my lord and me, 

Which God's dew quench! Therefore, I say again, 

1 utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 

Kefuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more 

1 hold my most malicious foe, and think not 

At all a friend of truth." " 

The Priest a Judge ! 
InQongruouB and offensive concord this ! 



Could he not pacify ? hia office, sure, 
Forbade the sundering of holy bonds ! 
This was unseemly and unholy, too, 
And well might issue in his overihron. 
If sacri&cing Conscience to his liiti(;. 
He counselled such an awful step in crime. 
Or paused iu its dire condemnation ; 
If sinister design, or selflgh fear. 
Did paralyze his long^e, and i^lose his lips, 
At this sad deed, well might un afler day 
Add its "compunctious visillngs," to sting. 
Most poignantly, In his last hour uf time. 

See, shorn of all tl p np 1 a litles 
Of mor(al jife.—sma t a h lo s of wealtlli 1 

Perhaps mure hilte s 11 Ih I s of friends, 
Tlie grave's maw op n n n h s ght, and al 
The retrospect of bnghte daj c wding 
Upon bis sinking m nd 

Then, Conscience, se 
See, she is there, and al his pillow sits! 



LOUD BACON. 97 

Hark, from liis ashy lips these tliiillitig words : 
" Had 1 but served my Gad with half the zeal 
I Beived my king, he would not in roiiie age 
Have left me naked to my enemies." 
Oh, what an evidence of Couadeiice' law — • 
Look at the picture, and a moral draw. 



The scroll of history unroll ; you'll find 
A little lower down a name, whose light 
Shall cast a beam to Eiigland'ii latest hour. 

We 've shown the priest in " bluff king Harry's " 

His daughter's, '' gloriaua Bess," a lawyer gives. 
In passing, we would say, her rule was bright 
In men and deeds ; and, an a whole, no reign 
In Britain's monarchy has less to blame, 
Or more to boast. 



We must not ramif;, 
But to our theme. We say in this Queen's 
Noted as 'twas for learned men, one stood 
And towered fat ahove the noblest name ; •! 
Yet, Itnowing all the beller part, the worse ' 

Strangely did he enact I And Francis Bacon I 
Will stand alone for mind and guilt combined ! 
A name of wondrous light and awful shade 1 
Truth, bright as HeaTcn's own sun, with Enw-'l 
Ab night, osaociates ! and nhen we speak [dait I 
Of such a man, we cannot but exclaim. 
In the cold hittet sneer of one of old, 
" The gods made man hut to' afford them mirth." 

That Francis Bacon should have plajed tlie fooll! a 
Or worse, have thrown the cap and bells aside, 
Dismissed the buffoon's for a hasec part ; 
That Bacon, with a mind far in advance, 
An intellect to guide a coming world ; 
That be should pauperise so rich a name 



For the cupidity of serving men ! 
For him to' expose to scorn and obloquy 
A fame without compare for sordid dust : 
For him, the judge, to take a bribe, and tlicri 
To say, " My lacqueys reve! in the spoil." 
Astounding ruin this ! a fail, indeed ! 

Adversity, and then temptation joined 

May cause the slip for which the penally 

Is bitterness for aye ; but still we see 

A reason in the need for ain like this. 

But here was crime wilhimt provoking cause ; 

A coveting without necessity ; 

A mental stoop without excuse ; and lost 

Are we in contemplation -of such guilt ! 

Still we would search and some solution find 

For such a monstrous wreck. 

Ingratitude 
May be the master key to' unlock the dark 
And gloomy caverns of his guilt. 



too LORD BACUN. 

Befriended Bacon ; added to his purse 

Much wealth; yes, when bhe men inpowerrefut 

To patronize, from out of his own funds 

The generous earl mosl lavishly bestowed. 

A few short years rolled on — the tables turned-^ 

The favourite is disgraced. More rash than wis^ 

Rebellion he had organized ; and he, 

Who almost swayed the queen, turned rebel ti 

Her power ; some say, did despite to her loveH 

This his offence ; a grave one, all admit. 

But must the obliged friend the mercenary 

Hireling play? Must he employ his lore 

His benefactor to destroy ? 

■Tis said 
A coolness 'twixt the fiiendsbad long been se 
But obligation — wiio can cancel thai? 



Alas ! what is it sophistry will not 
Defend ? Garbed in tbe legal robe, foully 
Did Bacon strike hie early generous friend I 
'Tis wrote, his tongue's moat rabid eloquence, 



r 
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And, O shame ! the product of his venal pen 
Was all to please the queen, depTeciatc 
Poor Eases in the people's eye, and for 
Himself pioawe a higher eminence ! [tdnedi 
Tliis last sad boon, Chough sought, was not ob- 
The queen no honours showered upon his head : 
His solace was his faithlessness .' 

He rose 
In James's time to Justice' loftiest seat ! 
MeiidisD height he reached, then set in cloud ! 

When deep disgrace sat on that mighty brow. 
What spectacle more pitiable to see 
Than Bacon, abject, sueing to his peers ; 
Bending in suppliant form the body low, — 
A body which contained so vast a soul ! — 
Begging, with mantled face, in faltering tones, 
" My lords, have pity on a. htoken reed." 

As coaaing o'er those precious rules, which ii 
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102 lor:> bacon. 

Retirement he wrote, how must his heart 
Have heaved and ached at his sad treacherous pi 
Mow moral principle, untrammelled then, 
Would throw aside the (cerements of a cold 
And dead legality. How panged thi 
Tolhiukhow'neatli tlieatioriiey'sgown^hestabtt'd 
His Triend ! How his all powerful intellect 
Must execrate the day when plunging in _ 

The mists of fallacy, lie left that light 4 

Which burnt within hia breast, and then alloweH 
Tlieir darkening veil to cloud his lustrous mind. 
What groping then fur such a gifted soul ! 
Darkness he must have felt, and palpable 
Obscure ! Yet on he went ; sad following ! 
This was the ignis fatuua which Jed 
This great man to his doom, when, like a fool, 
He turned aside from the broad path of Truth.' 
And followed on Che marsh of sophistrj- 
Tlie raockiug gleam of rottenness, whose light 
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Entices first, then leads to cuin deep. 
A statesman ! 'Twas his duty to have weighed. 
Ay, to condemn the treason uf his friend ; 
But Pity, surely, might have mingled too ; 
Have taught him thut his 6rte^ aathority 
Would be poor covering for his lasting guilt. 
Had this been so, what odium had he saved ; 
Perchance, his fall had never token place. 
"Tia all hypothesis ; hut this 1 think 
May be the truth. 

No subtilty could eloud 
His dying day, no legal quibbling calm ! 
Conscience then sat upuu tier tlirone. and well 
Did Uacon linow the homage due. And though 
Perhaps no records live of his last hours. 
Yet still the treacherous part enacted 'gainst 
His early friend might flib before his eyes ; 
Perhaps the face, which oft on his had slione. 
With gory locks and paly hue might haunt 
His dying couch — and tones, heard hy himself, 



Alone, would give a deadlier cold to Death's 
Last chill — "Ab, Bacon ! Easei sees thee die ! 



i 



Ere we proceed to talk of " homeliei stuff," 
And spealt. of those who curse oui own bearlh- 
With desolation dire, we'd use the voice [stones 
or warning love. In pity hear us speak, . 

And OS we 've shown how the great Bacon A 
Displayed the cause of such terriBc wreck. 
Making this great philosopher a fool ! 
Exhibiting an idiotcy of sin ! 
So from this part of the historic page. 
Counsel we ^ve, and caution we afford. 



ingratitude ! thou stinging, dreadful sin I 

Ob, could I coin treniendous words to' alarm, , i 

Or, better still, find winning sentences 

To warn, how I would search the lore of books 

To save from ibis all-crushing crime, Alas I i 



Delineation of this great offence 
'Gunst Conscience' law in all that w 



Ingratitude 's a crime that startles man ; 
Brring too oft, he shudders at its stain. 



Look at yon limping bnite ; behold his pain ; 
Extract the rnnkling thorn ; the wagging tail, 
Raised lip, and ivory teeth, will show his thanks : 
Ay, leave the spot ; sojourn awhile — return — 
The dog will lick again the hand that eased 
His agony, his gambols tribute pay. 
And sweet dumb signs express the faithful crea- 
Gratilude ! [ture's 

Shall caniue sensibility 
Thus speak? Shall Instinct thus example set? 
Shall man, immortal, have to learn tram dogs, 
And be, perhaps, condemned by them 1 'Tis so ! 
The Contrast, lo ! we sec ; the Evidence, 
In that most dark and savage sin 'mongst men. 



lOS INGR*tITt.-I>E. 

Iii(;ratitude .' 

An obligation once 
Incurred can iie'er be cancelled. This Irutli '( 
Eternal, Man shall ever find its force, 
In pleasure or in ptun, thia side the grave. 
He, alone, can cancel obligation. 
Who, having served from ainisiei design. 
Himself doth abrogate ! He " rails the bond," ■ 
And makes thai void which else had ever boi 
And biifa the' obliged with sorrow to forget ! 



Evil for good, rewarded, is an act 
DamniDg in life : if nut repented here. 

Eternity's dark, hitler punishment. 
The retribution of such hideous guilt. 
Events, time, circumstances, ma^ combine. 
To bid you, fiiet, to separate, and then 
Forget four former friend ; but should you m 
Upon his liarm, or itudf/ the best way 
To injure his fair fame; yea, secreth) 



107 
To atiA where gratituiie should bid you ser\i 
No words that I can use can picture gui]t 
So wretched, so depraved. 

Man 's rational, 
And to his rationality 1 now 
Appeal. In this dark cricae see difiercnt shades. 
And ever recollect that guilt inereased. 
Adds to the gnawings of a sure remorse. 
I penetrate no breast, 1 eenrch no heart, 
Honest conviction state, record the truth 
Of what is seen too oft upon our soil ; 
And as Mis ruin stands, and that appears, 
Point them as beacon lights to guard 'gainst I 
wreck. 

^o man was e'er ungrateful that lived well. 
Or happy died. Pride spurns at Obligation, 
And would rebel against the mildest mode 
Employed to check ; this Gratitude will do. 
No gniteful aool can e'er be lost by Pride, 



1«8 IMaBATITlIDE. 

We say the pioneer to this grand sin 
Is Pride ! he levels all that should protect ; 
He digs the secret tniiie, applies the match. 
And, fiend-like, blasts with desolating flame. 

O could this voice prevail, Beware of Fride 1 
Behold yOD fane 1 Go, view its blood-s 

shdne 1 

There Fride, the demon, stands — Itis office ther 
High Friest ! There, after immolating all 
That 's Dear and dear ; the hellish rites are closed 
Sometimes b; suicidal sacrifice. 
Amid the execration of the world, 
The Devil's laugh, aud ohoruii of his fiends. 



We 've aCBuned a crime of deepest dye ; from il 
Tlie radii diverge unto a vast 
Circumference of guilt ; perhaps were we , 

To trace its dlfFereni lines, the centre stilt 
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Of circling sin, is foul Ingratitude ! 
With these preliminary Hnes we draw 
The curtain up. 

Behold the Slanderer 1 
" The man who steels or else must starve" ahaS 
A certdn sympathy amiij his fault ; [find 

Yea, hearts that feel, some sad esouse can mikfl 
For him who pleads the all-propelling power 
Of hunger lieen. " But he that filches" our 
" Fair fame," and falsely mars a neighbour's name, 
" Taltes that which serves no craving need, 
Robs me of that which leaves tne poor indeed I " 

In ambuscade the Slanderer sits ; his gall 

He slavers o'er his lips, and then lelurns 

It to his mouth ; its potency then tries, — 

The test will do. He strings his bow ; the shaft 

In bis own leprous distitment dips, — 

Watches and waits j his victim views, and then. 

When all is safe, the proper distsnce gained. 



Tlien t 
Dire ai 



the bead 'tia drawn, and Calumny's 
ow flies Co rankle or destroy. 



In foreign climes two grades of murderers lii 
Blood their Tocalion ; their reward h gold 1 
One roams the jungle, the other 'neath the si 
On fair Italia's fields, pursues his trade. 
One, with the fatal cord, plies death ; the' othef J 
The dagger wields ; but these are merciful 
To Englishmen ! (Forgive me, O my home !) 
I mean, to those who do infest our soil ; 
Helots they are ; they are not Britain's mmK. 
No, no ; the errors of our Motherland 
May he too deep, her uns Ion dark, but see, 
'Fair play," 'mongst Englishmen 's"a .jewel" sti! 
No, no ; the dastard crime of slander ne'er 
Can be the growth of England's honest earth; 
Indigenous! 'Tis an exotic foul. 
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Wliat moral cocdoii draw to check this plague ? 
All methods fail I Sooiiei shall you detect 
The Thug, beneath the' Inexpreaaive face ; 
The Bravo, smiling innocence itself, — 
Than thatsly wretch, who with unfaltering toiigucj 
His slanders will disseminate. You feel 
The'empoiaoned barb of hate drinking your blood; 
You know not who has foully twanged the string. 
But is he safe? The Slanderer MUft appear 
In Conscience' Court 1 The assize will surely 
And at the bar this coieard criminal [come, 
Shall stand. How does he plead ? Did Injury, 
Did Provocation justify 7 

Thege serve 
Him not ; he either slandered vrith a tongue 
Most wanton, or a will depraved indeed. 

See now, Malignancy and Hate turn round 
Upon iheir drudge, and scowl his soul to shame I 
These hellish fiends will haunt his midnight 
couch i 
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Point the fair fame his breath lias dimmed— 

houae 

By him disturbed, if not destroyed ; perhaps 
The neighbourhood, where, like the fool of old; ,1 
He threw his "flrebrands," and then cried "aport?^ 



Subordinate, behold the Whisperer now. 
Of the same genus vile, in tadpole form ; 
Not fully grown, but atill a viper 'tis! 
One simile dismissed another starts ; 
The Whisperer unto the Slanderer claims 
A sort of Ching and Chang affinity I * 
And is it bo ? Do creatures sueh as these 
Exist to crawl and slime the social hearth? 
Or poison breed in our sweet rural streams? 
"ns so ; and aching hearts too oft proclaim 
How Slander's tongue has pierced, and how the 
or Whisperers can lacerate afresh [(Aiflv 

The wound. 



rWho thinks upon the sc>ioot-boy spat. 
The truant days of trap-ball, top, and taw, — 
I say, who dwells upon these long-past scenes 
May still connect the " whining scliool-hoy" flKlit : 
Yes, see again the sweet iecluded spot, 
Where" Master" never goea, nor" Usher" pries: 
And see, once more, his mates the ring anatige, 
I Join hands with glee, and eager watch the fray ; 
The mimic light is past, the quarrel's hushed. 
And all 's forgot ere the forced tear is dry, 
Or anger's early Hush is passed away. 

ST ; no malice then 1 the merry whoop 
[ Proclaims the quick forgetful] less of wrath 1 

But mark, if, in this fray, the blow unfair 
I Is struck i if one, more cunning, sly, behind 
t Advantage steals, e'en then our boyish blood 
\ Mounts swifl, and we denounce him " Cur I " 
Behold 
I The rustic row : an " up and down " takes place i 
[ I'be branny limbs ere bared, and lusty blowi 
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Fall thick and hard upon the naked hide. 
The fight proceeds until the weaker cries 
" Enough ! " [hen hands are shook, and o'er 

The breve mill not exult. But let the blow 
Unfair be struck, how is it then P " Foul, foul,' 
Resounds; and though he wins he gains no palm, 
"A coward cur" he 's dubbed, and shunned by all,' 



Blame not, nor call it overstrained, if wc 

Improve, apply this pugilistic strain. 

We all do battle in our social state. 

If not 'gainst enemies 'gainst adverse fortune I 

Buffet we must, but though the strugglt 

And opposition strong, the upright man 

Will do his bett to conquer honestly ; 

He quails not at, nor shirks, the combat fierce. 

Give him fair play, deer stage, and favour non 

He tights to win, and though defeat be meets 

His fame 'e luitainished though his lot 's to fall 



Nor villi ihe generous foe o'er him exull. 

But rather feel regret both could not win. 

But see, the blow behind is struck, and while 

It " telUr he cannot guess the coward ami ! 

Attack is made, but secrecy conceals I 

The Whisperer thus proceeds ; he gives no chance 

To ward, or strike again ; and as you sink 

Retreats and smiles 1 And oft he 's of that class 

That they who do receive dare not repeat! 

Ashamed to quote such vile authority 1 . 

Thus poison works, and there's the antidote? 

Then, honest men, the whisp'rer scout. Listen, 

Ye give a tacit credence to his tale, 

And countenance his subtle cowardice. 

Awhile this dastard enemy is safe ; 

Awhile works mischief, woe ; but not more sure 

Must Ching expire when brother Chang shall die 

Than he, twin-bom with Slander foul, the man 

Who whispers reputation thus away, 

Will find the bolt that strikes the Slanderer 1( 



Shall fiercely acatlie the wily Whisperer too. 

This sin 's BD ancient otie — it thus descends, 
" A Wliiaperer can aepatate chief friends." * 
'Tis hard to live down Calumny, 'Ua hard 
To hear the lie in tiience spoke, or else 
The pointed wotd, which, while 'tis merml t 

wound. 
Shields well the coward utterer ; 'tis hard 
To' oppose the surge of Malice, whose dre« 

By Hatred's blast, lift high their yeasty cieats i J 
"Hs hard Co watch the mocking aiieer which' \ 



The hope, the flood may overwhelm ; 'ti 
When fainting, then to feel the miasile hurled ; 
To hear the fear of friendB, " He sure must sinit,". 
A fear, which, while it paralyaes thera, [dro 
Cheers on the hate of thoae who fab w( 



*Tls hard to combat Calumny, and should 
Hie wretched three unite, no " sisters weiid " 
Hare more terrific arts, such deadlj power ; 
Let Calumny's foul " sweltered venom" seethe, 
And rabid Malice bring her " tooth of wolf," 
Then Euvy add her nasty " Tartar's lips," 
What wonder if Iheir " he)l-broth boil and bub- 
ble ?" 
Their "charm" be one of mortal woe and Itooble?* 
Another passes o'er the stage of life, 
His walli is calm, uor tremulous his eye. 
'Nealh Heaven's broad day hestnits his hour away, 
Un'bashed his brow, and all, outside. Is fair! 

ne'er would guess that man had blood upon 
His well-washed hand I 

A murderer he, with heart 
So ossified, that now he looks upon 
The by-gone deed with calm complacency ! 
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No guigUng cr; foe mercy seems to haunt.' 

No datk red clot appears upon his skin I 

The knife, long baried in Earth's seciet tomb. 

Or cast in Ocean's deeper caves ! all seems 

Secure, and all 's forgot ! But is it so ? 

Track the bland ruflisn to his house ; then, see, 

If GDinfort is around, if laughing mate 

And prattling lips welcome him home with joy ; 

A chill creeps o'er his soul ; their outward 

warmth 
But only mock the cold and cheerless waste 
Within I She puzzlesher poor mind with tiioughti 
While they, in ignorance and innocence, 
Turn to their toys and say, " Papa is cross."* 

See him upon his bed ; sleepless Conscience 
Will haunt his brain, and retrospection, then, 
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Shall conjure up tbe friglitful, bloody deed! 
The wa;/, time, victim then appeurs anew ! 
He cries, " Out, damned spot ! " 'Tis all in vain, 
NoC Lethe's ilood shall ever cleanse the staiD. 

Come nearer home ; oui neighbouihood shall g;ive 
Examples dark of this sad awful crime, 

■ Winter'a deep snow had fell ; the howliog blast 
' Over the woods, now leafless, swept ; his fold 
The husbandmiLn hatli sheltered for the night ; 
r^cure all seemed, and nought foreboded harm. 
By blazing fagot he had ta'en bis seat, 
His housekeeper his hose had strongly darned, 
Tbe supper was prepared, tile nul-brown draught 

iUpon the board, and all was homely peace. 
'Tis said, by some excuse the man was lured 
Vtam home, and on the " soundless " snow his 
blood 
Was shed. Sturdy he was, and awful was 
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Tlie dead); strife, but " tlirougli tlie blanket of '4 
The dark, heaven did not peep to cry. Hold 
Fell secrecy and wintry solitude [holdt'lfl 

Conspired to aeal this dreadful slaughter surel>{ 
Poor Cricl( was slain, and she, poor helples 
Hearing the dreadful fray, now barred the door,>{ 
And then, in the nild agony of fear. 
She hid herself. 'Twas all in vain ; the double 
Murder now takes place I This twofold butchery 
Was done ; the doer, who can tell? "Tis said. 
He died in foreign lands ; Conscience so warred 
Against his soul, that to escape hei arrows keen, 
He turned a thief, and sought the felon's home.*! 



One other case of blood we would recite ; 
So that the memoiy of such deeds should not i 
In dull oblivion rot, nor be consigned 
To dark forgetful ness. 

In yonder wood 



The murderer stalked, liis helpless prey, a girl 
Unknown ; hypollicsis e'en fails to guess 

■ (^Buse of such a dastard deed ; and should 
Not Time, that great expositor, disclose, 

's safe from man till the dread day of doom." 

Still we avow the everlasting truth 
Thai Conscience here condemns ! the iron heart 
Muit fuse, and melt at times ; yea, though 'tis 
To marble, yet wi'Min a something sits [turned 

^■Ot such vitality, it never dies I 
Its gnawings never cease, and nought prevents 
The dreadful "leap," but fear of Death's strange 

Behold yon slave of lust! The fields of vice 

IiWere all before his gaze ; their flocks and herds 
Were all his own : of sensuality 
He might have ta'en his iil] ; have revelled deep 
In simple Ein. This satisfies him not ; 
• S« Note a. t Bee Hole T. 



The poor man's only ewe must be his prey. 
And compound villany is now his choice. 

Yes, the destroyer hath made deaolate i 

The friendly rites of hospitality 

Abused ; or, principles more binding, spurned. 

Ay, 'neath the blandest look the IraitOT spoilsl' 

Tlie deadliest woe and ruin seals with smiles] 

Adds crafV to crime, and says, " What eye shall 



Poor fool I How is it now ? Does Conscience 
III the oblivious draught is solace found [sleq) 
For friend destroyed, and hearthstone desolate P< 
Tile ribald laugh, the heartless Jeer, do they 
Compensate for a tarnished name ? Dare yon 
Look hack on former scenes, and days unpanged 
By crime of such a coward cast ? Alas, 
Do faces flit about your midnight couch 
Which you would give a mine to recogn 
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9 you 



Or, i 



the heart so hard I 



I 



i 



cipate prospective crime ? 

"lis terrible to think when man coiilriveth 
n like this where the last act may atop ; 
I And he, whose soul revolts at ideal guilt, — 
I Who, innocent, would wondering ask with one 
fOf old, " What, is thy servant then a dog ?"— 
I Yet warring here 'gainst Cunscience' law, at last, 

As guilt consecutive succeeds to vice, 
I Finds out, 00 brute is half so vile as he. 

Awhile we track the man who spurns at taw. 
Sotli human and divine ; will gratify 
At any cost ; says to his passions, " Go, 
Riot where you will, nor fear the woe ; 
Destroy domestic peace, blast faith, and make 
A wreck of all the dearest ties on earth, 
Compunctious visitings, a»aunt ! Nothing 
Shall stay the mildew of my lust, the curse 
Of my pestiferous breath." 
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The ruin 'a sealed ! ] 

We would not, cannot, dare not, trace the w 
The sad concomitBnt of this sad sin : 
lis "drop of Haltering sweet is dashed," indeed;^ 1 
" With bitter bonis" of wrath, its transient flasbi) 
Which plap a moment o'er the brow, is but 
The meteor's glare upon the pall of Peace ! 
The lightning's blaae upon the grave of Joy 1 
&. coruscation o'er the tomb of Hope I 



The ruin sealed, how is it then with him [sleep 
Who works this wreck ? Will night's sweet balmy 
Seal up his eyes ? Is Conscience sleeping toi 
No, in the "silent watches" she shall speak ; 
Yes, as he tossing turns, this Monitress 
Shall point adown the vista of the past ! 
Shall place in black review his treacheries, 
His lies, his lure?, by which he did betray. 
The traps he cunning laid to catch his prey,* 



r Obdurate, slill he scoma — " CanBcience," he says, 
" Begone I your government I will nol own i 
Your power dety ; I will your precepts spurn j 
YoD shall not terriry, or ahake my soul ; 
I'll not obey. 1 say agaiu, Begone! 
What scorn for this, my mn ? On 'gilded guilt,' 
Smiles, moal approvingly, are shed j by rules 
Conventional I'm buoyed, nor fear to sink 
While social usages, like bladders blown, 
Shall help the rottenness of vice to float : — 
That scarecrow, 'moral guilt' alarms me not 
While patrons cheer me on end friends applaud ; 
Therefore I say. My soul be stil! ; eat, drink, 
And merry be, nor care ahoul the past !" 

(sons thus i and does he solace find V 
Behold, his sun shines out deiisive day ! 
He knows the PreBcnt mocks the Future's cloud i 
. Nearer it-still must come ; the rumbliug roll. 
Though distant, fills with fear ; the winged flash 



Shall scathe his soul, and that " still vol 

He scorned, shall peal in thunder tones. Yes, see, 
His stricken heart now sinks, and Conscience thnl 
Melts to remorse, or goads to farther crime ! 
Ay, now he sees and feels her vengeance fall. 
And, not the least of bitterness to him, 
To know hia name remains so black in guilt 
Thatthosenho must pronounce will falter — hlushi 
The' incorrigible wretch thus meels reward 
How the repentant one may fare, 'tia not 
For me to say — the anguish of his liearl 
Through Hme, is hell ! He thinks of wrong 
Repair ! Ruin without a remedy 1 [without. 

Woe deeper, far, than Orphanage, and Grief 
Of keener pang than Death's dire shaft inflicts 
Yea, let the tide of time flow on, and o'ei 
The ruin roll ; remembrance Is eflaced ; 
The advancing surge has covered all the 
And few can point the spot, He still re 
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And though another "busy race" succeeds. 
His whitened halts, unlionoured, still tcmain I 
Then memory conjures up the long-past deed. 
And then this moral wrecker loathes himself! 
Then Conscience speaks aloud, " Thou art tlie 
And then his dying pillow ratifies [man ! " 

I llie charge. The grave, with broken heart he 

Or, still impenitent, he bmves tlie worst.* 



[ This trio we have sketched, and their reward 
< Bave shown : would that examples might prevail. 
And illualrationa warn — and we could hope. 
But still the truth we telL No instances 
Of blasted peace, of murdered life, or joy. 
Shall warn or save against these tteach'rous crimes. 
, We know all human methods fail to guard 
From the' empoisoned shaft of Slander's bow ; 
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The plundering or refengefui murderer's knife 

And the Destroyer'a traitor, deadly sin ; 

The Iwin-borii imps may murder fame — yet Uvei 

The murderer take our life — yet, calmly live ! 

And the Destroyer butcher peace~yet live ; 

Staggered we are to think permissive will 

Is given to work such viae, hut atil! believe 

Better the victim die, than the' aseassin live. 

With Conscience right, triumph you ma; in deatlkl 

And living, pour this balsam on your wounds, 

Wdt ye the vindication of revenge 

By Him whose word eternal must remain, 

" Vengeance is mine, 1 will repay." 

Tliesc sins, 
For which the Grave ne'er expiates, nor Deattf' 
Itself a full receipt can e'er afford, 
For as a good man's " works do/oHow IiId 
These ruffian deeds remain in ruin, blood, 
And blight I I say, these sins we leave- 
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Results with Hut whose "vast designa" s 

slrangelf 
Into being hrought ; whose " purposes " are si 
Connected by the utill o( man, that he 
Himself links them into a chain by which 
He reaches Heaven or binds himself lo Hell, 



Tlie trust; friend we 've shown ; the traitor view. 
I " Brutus — he was an honourable man I" 

And yet he stabbed his friend I State policy 
, Was his excuse i and sophistry ! By this 

n the pntriot's sounding name, and lost, 
I Alas, for aye, his honourable fame ! 

I Rome's Caisar, with his cohorts, conquered climes. 
I He rode the field of death without one fear ; 

His eye flashed lightningo'er the' embattled plain; 

His heart ne'er trembled iit War's mightiest crash; 
m was strung with brass 'gainst foreign foes. 



]3fl THE TRALTOB PBIENO. ^ 

But ah. his friend now strikes ! " The itles ol 

March " 
Were come, end he to whom his heart tvaa given, 
Was now among his foes! Calmly he folds 
His magisterial robe around ; one loolf, 
A dying look, he casts — -these few last words 
He spake, " What ! Brutus, is it thou V" ani 
The mighty Ca;sar dies ! 

My muse, improve 
This Rome's historic " tale :" Of friendship's 

Now sing, and "point the moral" here. Who 

would 
Not have a friend ? And yet, having this g< 
Who knows the risk he runs? 

Behold, admire. 
The hands are struck, the eyea reciprocate ; 
The countenances glow, the compact 'a sealed, 
And they are friends : one, trusting, faithful, true, 
Unbosoms all and scarce a secret holds 
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hip's ™ 
Who 

I 
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The olher thus contrasts. hiB_^ce beams bright, 
His heart is black as night. Blandiiess itaelf. 
His tongue anil smile invite. eould we track 
The current of his thoughts, metbinks 't would 
" Each hiur, particular, to stand on end [make 
Like quills upon tbe fretful porcupine i" 

could you trace the deep, the dark intent, 
What monstrous guilt] 

To flag the friend in sootli ! 
To don the sacred garb to murder sure / 
Use friendship as a mask to' ensure the' assault I 
Yea, beaming, cheat ; and, smiling, crush the heart I 

1 say, our Lexicons are poor indeed 

In words to stigmatize so base a wretch. 

Protection we have none ! " Your enemies," 

lis sdd, " forgive 1 " But where 's the text which 
' bids 

" Forgive your friends ? " Pardon the parody, 
'Tis not " my own I " No cuirass can preserve 



From hia altack ; nu mural armour guard : 

Let him but steel his heart, liis hand but nerved 

And he may slaughter sure.* 

Again, I say. 
Enticed into this social partnership ; 
Wheu friendship's bond is sealed, delivered, and 
The' indenture signed ; you have embarked yoV 
This the true partner knows, it is his bond, [ftll>] 
And though the covenant's broke, it holds hia 

GtiU; 
While he, the' other moral swindler, laughs 
To see the desolation of his dupe. 



But still his punishment jnmt come. Go, a 
When dread destruction's done; whenalliswreck^j 
Go, ask hotv he and Conscience then agree? 
Go, ask him where 's his gain T What peace bla I 
But here we stay ; expostulation's vain 1 [lot 
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f The man who meditates, and executes 
[ Such crime, is steeped in black maUgnity, 
Changing all moral sense, and iiardcning loo ! 
Heart, eyes, and ears, are deaf, blind, callous, all, 
Alike to Mercy's tear, to Pity's gioaii ! 

aver that Conscience leaves him not ; 
I And here we state our firm belief, no sin 
Has deeper guilt than friendslnp's wanton breach ; 
No sinner shall receive more stinging meed 
Than that, who 'neatli the friend the traitor plays.* 



e social sins of niejor magnitude 
I We leave, and " pitch " our tune in mil 



I The Liai is a dangerous thing ; but here 
I His punishment is shown ; he tells the truth 
I And none believes! This is his righteous doom, 
I Awhile he may deceive ; yes, glibly trip 
I Along without impediment, and " fib ;" 
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May utier malice in most subtle guiae, 
And frame a falsehood to the nhow of troth. 
Yet he, at last, cries "Wolf." Bad nooe shall hec 
Conscience thus speaks, and thus adjudicates. >) 

The Thief! Not often is he caught at Brst; ,i| 
Warning is spumed, and repetition traps I 
Behold hia punishment: see mumming Folly, 
In cap and bells, shakes hands with Knavery I 
Double remorse will Eting the man, because 
He lees himself a fool as well as rogue. 
Conscience here keenljr plays the Satirist I 
Her irony nill pierce the soul, inflict 
A deeper wound than pillor'd shame, and soourgi 
More sharp than cutting cords by drummers used. J 

Tlie Miser starves amidst his wealth, and son 
Who scorn the name, wiU gather gold, and k 
Esteem I Folly this is, and fools are they. 
And this their just tevtard, — to scrape the or 



r This aide the grave, with agony to know 

I The dross, for which they peril liealth and name, 

|. JHut pass to "unknown heirs." 

Money, a curse 
L Or blessing brings. If Chanty's blest salt 
[ Hath been rubbed in, and over it besprent, 
'Twill keep both sweet and pure ; no taint ia 
If Covetousness, or dishonesty [there ; 

Hath gathered it, 'twill haate away, or like 
manna of the camp, 'twill mouldy get, 
And Boon will "slink." 

I would not have the hoard 
Uniighleously obtained, for all the pearls 
'Twould buy ; outside it may look fair, but, like 
The hasty gotten hay, the interior's black 
I And valueless. 



The Gambler shall be shown. Start not, ye "quiet 

Rubber " folk ; or ye, who, 'neath liie Winter's 

siigtbened shade, while away its night, and chase 
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Its gloom b; merry, social, friendly games. 

No Cynic i3 your bard. Hia wit can ken 

The difference "'twixt Christmas and its piel"« 

And while the passion he deplores, 'tis not 

For him, witb rashness, to denounce all play. 

And indiscriminately lash alike 

The dice's fatal throw, their harmless use ; 

He dares not thus condemn, but here let CoiwV 

Arbitrate ; if time must be the worse employed, J 
If scandal's tongue, without the cards, must wagjv 
If the intoxicating draught must till 
Their Taouuro, the' alternative is this. 
The lesser evil choose, the less sad act. 

Pursuit and Passion ! here the dilTercnce lies ; 
Man's fitted for the peaceful following 
Of all the joys tlie God of Nature gives ; 
'Tie madness tiius to ai^e, — that the abuse 
By some shall govern use in all ! Tlierefon 



My Teaaoning powers forbid the heavy ban 
On those whose appetites are moderate. 
Whose social pleasures puss not on to crime. 
Excess is pasBion. This enslaves the soul. 
Spurns common sense, indocts to greater sin, 

still, as verging through excess towards guilt. 
Conscience commands, and Reason bids us. pause, 
And if the cardt< are snares which do enthrall, 
No remedy remains but this resolve, 
Stera/ff decide to p/aff at ikem no more i 
Thux Caution spealis. This Will can do. " Tlie 

balance " 
Adjusted well, the " scale of reason" then 
Can "poise" the one of ruinous excels. 
And thus prevent " preposterous conclnsion." 

e known the sin, and gmlilude shall hymn 
itrain that I was stayed in this offence. 
Thanks loo I pay that 'midst it all, Remorse 
Was never fully banished &om my breast. 
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When in the chamber gloom I'll meditate 

The maddening play, and weigh, with man 

shame 
The hours ill spent, the ill-gotten gain. TherefM 
Let m; experience teach ; 'tis slight, I own, 
But as I read it bitterly confirmed, 
I slart to think what demon seized my soul. 



"God made the country "—Tlina sweet Co' 

" And man the town ;" disaimilar is each : 

And while the wonders or " the wonderful 

Metropolis " are not for us, absent 

Some vices are from our sweet solitudes. — 

Thus instances are rare of gaming wrecks 

In rural life ; the country too protects. 

And the devouring " tiells" are here unknown ^ 

Their harpies dare not prowl : our almospher 

Is also pure compared with crowded streets, 

And living swarms. The' unmasked gambler 
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it his heartless trade ; for deep contempt, 
And " curses loud and deep " would be hia lot. 
lament, sometimes e'en here the seeds 
Of this sad tice are scattered secretly, 
But still they thrive not well ; the full crop ripens 
L On fouler soil 'neath a more poisonous air. 

"Hs idleuesa initiates full oft 
To this dread vice. A mind unoccupied, 
Unless shut up in idiotcj, must find 
Employment : see, the cards a twofold zest 
Supply — to kill the time, to pocket cash I 
What dire conclusion this ! A paradox 
Is man ! Upon the' uncertain dice he throws 
His certaintg away ! Risks all for nothing I 
Exchanges ease for pauperism '. Par fame 
Earns shame .' For quiet, foul remorse ! for h« 
Who wins guns hate, and he that loses feels 
A sharper sting than scorpions give ; therefore, 
In " London town " bewate uf idleness. 



I Bay, again, in that strange crowded mart, ^^H 

Her peopled solitudes, its &cUe means ^^H 

Invite the victim to liis doom, and bid "^^H 

The' unoccupied to fill the aching void ^^H 

In shufHinc. cuttins. deuline cards. '^^H 



In shufHing, cutting, deuljng cards. 

Behold 
The youth of tender fears and heardless chin 
'Neath the' initiatory cale of him 
Whose " frosty ptow " would shudder at the ta 
Had not the sin worked callousness indeed. 
What! Age, lead youth to woe ! Such patronage 
Is certain doom .' How hard must be his heart. 
To calculate the wreck of one just launched 
On life's uncertain wave j to bid him " make '' 
That roct, — fatal as Scylla'a roaring surf !— 
Where he has seen so many strike and sink ; 
To ateer him to that draught, whose drifting tide. 
Mora terrible than fell Cliaryhdis' depths — 
Bears to the yawning gulf and whirlpool wre 
What feelings must the hoary sinner shore 
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' Who knows the i 



If this Bsd criminal could be arraigned. 
If plundered juvenility might plead, 

minon honour might bear evidence, 
Condemned by Conscience e'en some other ci 
Would thrnnged be, and deteKtstioii loud 
Would ring upon the ears of aged vice -, 
The deepest scorn would then be hurled on 
Who thus had prostituted length of fears 
To' inveigle fouth, and use the' experience g 
To guide the young, more fatally to /are. 



lother portion of our picture show : 

Behold that anxious face ; in bygone days 

'TwBS redolent nith health, and laughter's gud 

^B Would shed his eparkling sunshine o'er tiie brow. 

^B What makes the change ? Dlesscd with domestic 

^B The wife of youth, the cliildren of his love [joya. 



One word of him who gambles 'tieath grey haiistl 
1 reason not wibb thee -, tiie " ruling pasaion " tB 
Lasts to the grave I But 0, to you, ye young 
I say, beware of such ; he's merciless! 

Ay, Ehun him as the deadly pestilence ! 
Shudder at his encouragement of sin I 
Sicken, lo see the " Winter of hia days " 
Employed by him In withering all the hopes, 
And all the promise of a goodly Spring. 

I "re done, nor idle \a vay task. Great pens, 
And Poets, too, have told the Gambler's fhte, 
Yet will he heed ? 

O, if but one poor soul 
Upon my simple str^n 'would dwell, would "read, 
Mark, learn," what honour would attend my 

I thus condense, and solemn caution give ; 
Beware of mocting Conscience at the cards. 
For if she ever leaves you to the sin. 



Fusion shall take lier 
Do desperate deeiiiJ.* 



A cautionary chancier now tlUs 

Before my eyes, and, as I draw my sketch. 

Out moral pictures close. 

The Envious mait 
Producea woe, and gives lijinaelf no peace ! 

e pumps from out his dirty reservoir 
Dark streams of acrid bile, which, as they flow 
From his black, jaundiced heart, infect with hlighb 
But his reward is swift, it tarries not ; 

while he poisons sweetest streams, he find* 
His own is bitterness indeed. Conscience 
He sins against, and this his meed. 'Tis right 
It should be so, for Envy feeds upon 
Another's fara«, and such a glutton, too, 
Its hungry maw knows no satiety. 
Envy 's a coward sin ; for lo, we find 
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It skulkingly altflcks, in secret wsunds ; 

Then refuge seeks amidst the uiullitudo ! 

If BtaiiiliDg forth to view, though then loo ii 

'Twould give same chance to ward or else retunit 3 

But no, it shuns the Tair-play fight, and craiota 4 

In seurecy lo bite — l)y stealth it sling*. 

A cowani 'tis whether it writes [i>T pai/. 

Or wags its tongue to' indulge itsilnstsrd splee 

Bui trace the envious slave. Fame lie has filche4 

But where 's his ovin? His supetfluitj 

Of sin is this : — With no expansive mind, 

Nor liberal heart, he ruthless would destroy ! 

Another's happinesa so palls liis sight 

This moral cannibal vrould kill and eat I 

A beast, a reptile, and an insect too : 

Each class the most ferocious or most vile ; 

A Tiger where he aafely lacerates ; 

A Boa when he sliires end coils to crush ; 

A Canker which may blight the fairest bud. 
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CompartBoiis we might incTesse, and still 

This fatal passion illustrate in all. 

Whether personified in sooinl life, — 

Whetliei exiiihited at home, or else 

Ahroad, it mars but never mends. It sows 

In our localities its haneful seeds, 

And fills the crop of human charities 

With "filth'* indeed. It springs upon the pluls 

Of sweet domestic joys, and though we " weed," 

So subtle is its root it sprouts again ; 

And if not watched by kindly eyes 't will spread. 

And make the prettiest gerden, wild. 

Therefore 
Of envy, pray beware : This dreadful bane, 
ilts consequences we have feebly shown. 
! Its remedy is this ■■ Where'er the sin 
i In its incipient state is found — whene'er 
Its fatal symptoms do appear, apply 
. The golden rule " to do as you'd have done ! " 



Relleetivelf I ail, and, as I in use, 

A plausible demur 'gainst Conscience' rule 

Of righteous judgment Btrilces upon the mind )' 

Its subtle force I would extract, and shot* 

Tlie candid man its perfect hollowness. 

My verae, therefore, most solemnly adjures, 

Shiric not her rule, nor yet unjustly say 

'Tis all a farce, and then examples quote 

Of hardened reprobates nho live and thrive -, 

Or point, exulting, to the fall of him 

Who seemed in righteousness to stand si 

And take from each a licence more to si 

This is delusion ! 'Tis Satanic tore ! 

'Tis the beguilement of the fiend, and v»hen 

He sees the liatening fool be spreads his web. 

And, like the old Spider foul, with deadly eye 

And devilish leer, watches the' exhausting throes 

Of Ills deluded, caught, aud dying prey ! 



tBhuii then this dark " device," I'or tlmugh the good 
May Talt, the wicked rise, yet see, in both, 
The full establishment of Conscience' reign 
: 



The good man, knowing, sins 'gainst Coiiscieisce' 
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His brow, for aye, is shaded, and his days, 
Perliaps, ore clotlied in gloom ; inivard he mi 
i, and from his heart, in bitter stret 
Plows penitential grief. The had man sins 
Remorse is flung aside, to use a trite. 
And, some may call it, vulgar aimile, 
In baseness " the whole hog he " madly " goes P | 
He lives to villanize his name ! Thus each, 
Tlie good and had even here obeisance make, 

I And own the sovereignty of Conscience' rule ; 
YeB, nolens voleiis,* each shall tribute pay 
To this epitome — thus ends my lay ; — 
• WilUuH at univilline. 



" What CoDEcience dictates to be iluiie. 

Or warns me not to do. 
This leach me more than hell to shun, 

That more than heaven pursue." 



I thus have wrote ; I frankly now would say. 
Don't misconstrue the' iutent ; nor, mi 
Detach, and then decide ; no, lake the vjhote, 1 
And then, as in this glass, let Conscience jut 
Whether its reflen. Vice or Virtue, showjt. 
One other proverb trite — I point no head. 
Let Conscience give the " cap " to whom it 
No coward is my muse ; it sees the pen 
Of talent dipped in stiiff more hiack than ink ; ' 
My humble " grey goose quill" seeks not such 
I'd sooner he "the idiot boy who scrawls [fan 
His nonsense on the parish walls,'' than share'4 
Such sad renown, or eat such filthy bread .' 
Wlicliicr of Woe or Gyllt my song hath lold. 



Hy object tins, lo comfort or to wani : 

"While Virtue's wrongs liave occupied our pen, 

Or Vice's hideous features ne have drawn, 

We do disclaim interpretation false ; 

Yes, while the different crimes have been por~ 

'We'd leave the Criminal with Him whose "eye" 

the soul of every living man ,* 
With Hiu whose will is v'lie creation's law ! 
hose aniile is Nature's life, whose frown her 
death! 
Whose fiat hade Earth's swarms to walk, fly, swim. 
And whose command shall turn to dust again t — 
With H[M, who on a " worm " bestows his care, 
And whose Infinity can comprehend 
This planet's final blaze, our globe's collapse. 
The crush of empires, unWersal wreck, 
" Void " come again, again chaotic night ! — 
I With Hm who joins Time past with Time tocmne 



Ill one eternal now !— " Great Gad, Cu thee 
There's uotliing old, there's nothing new appeae 
With Him, the Criminal I leave. I've 
Some sins wliich sorro-w bow, a. plenteo 
But still, the Sinner's righteous doom ne leavvl 
With Him, " whose equal eye, as Lord of all. 
Beholds the Victini perish, and the Villain fal]^ 



A parting word or two I pen ; the charge 
Of ineildling with some holy things with ai 
Unhallowed hand may be preferred. CoiiscieE 
E'en here must be the judge i to her behest 
I haw I one thing I know, no Sentiment 
Stood prompter to the line. Tlie principles 
Of Sight and Wrong I sternly would enforce ; 
These principles have led me through my 10^*4 
And as I lingering turn the pages o'er, 
ConYiclion of their power to save, or -else 
Destroy, 1 do most freely seal and sign. 



CONCLUDING LINES. 



155 



If heartfelt fervour, or too wanton tongue, 

Hath uttered aught against Thy Majesty I 

Hath dared to touch Thy " secret things," or m 

Too flippant verbiage expressed idea ; 

If, in the illustration of my song, 

Sounds too familiar should intrude ; should Thine 

All-pure, all-seeing eye behold it sin, 

Mercy, Thou Power Supreme, I humbly crave. 

For this imperfect, though not impious deed. 



THK END. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



Thb Btjte I have adopted for the medium of m^ 
thoughts, may, to aome appear presumpluoup, and 
"mayhap," to a few, pedaniio ; pleading Not 
Guiltf to the last " coant " and praying the mercy 
of the " court " upon the first, 1 proceed to ofTei 
every apology on account of all crudities, di»> 
crepancies, and deficiencies. 

I could most fervently hope my last may 
prompt an abler pen to delineate more perfectly 
that which has been left defective, to illustrate 
more clearly that which has heen left obscure 
my aim has been to carry out conviction. 

Erring as man is — wayward as he is — i 
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H broiii ; neverthdeas, believing in the preserving ^^| 

nature of that dealliless principie, Conscience — 
convinced of its guiding, guarding and supporting 
jurisdiction, and assured oi\\s condemning power. 
I could not nrite otherwise than 1 have done of 
this universal principle. A principle which dwells 
■like in the breast of the ostrich -plumed Indian 
and the tiara-bedecked European ; a principle 
which, while the one by brutality and ferocity 

.may spurn, the other, by sophistry and guile, may 
thghl i a principle partaking of Heaven's own 
sun ; a beam taken from that eternal blaze, and 
Tkhich purified, shall ascend with man to its con- 
genial sphere ; or, contamiiialed by guilt, descend 

!M his companion to that " pit where the iire is 

■tiever quenched." 

Most impressively would I say, charge r 
upon me an undue exaltation of this ethereal 

principle. Nothing, in tlie ahatiact, of final 
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eniidemiiBtion by obedience or diaobeiiiencft'^ 
the law of Conscience it) intended 
liere : but the knowledge elicited of lligbt and 
Wrong by this evet-during priiicipli 
IIS to tlie swful con elusion, thai when the 
date BbatI go fortli "that Time shall be 
longer i" when the lightnings of heaven 
commingle with b consuming world, and 
thunders of the Most High sliall peal 
hiiating matter ; ay, when this planet, by the 
uf Deity, shall he struck out of worlds uuiiuin. 
bered : even then, this principle remains : yes, 
" when this corruptible shall have put on 
ruption, and this mortal shall have put o 
mortality ; when Che judgment shall be set, 
the books shall be opened," then shall Con- 
science be eternally viiidicotcd, and her exeutitiff 
or else accusing voice will for ever celebrate 
joy or aggravate our 
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ERRATA. 



Page 6, for " stand " read " stands " 
„ 16, ,, "Crime "read "Clime" 
„ 17, „ "all around " read " aU round " 
„ 60, „ "were" read "where" 
,,140, „ " frosty prow " read • • frosty po w " 



SrepAring for ^ubltcatton, 

TO COMPLETE THE SERIES OP 

" WOBURN PARK," AND " CONSCIENCE." 



RETRIBUTION : 

An Historical Fragment, in blank verse, of the reign of Henry 
YIII. ; commencing with " the &tal divorce " and consequent 
quarrel with the Pope . 

A few Loyal Lyrics and Fugitive Pieces will be added ; and as 
a Finale, some reasons will be given, in blank verse. Why a 
** Prophet " is sometimes denied '* honour " in his own country. 

" / lefl no calling for this idle trade, 
No duty broke, no father disobeyed."— Pope. 



Orders will be gratefully received by the Author, at the Rev. M. 
Castleden's, or by Mr. Dodd, Post OflBce, Wobum. The price 
not to exceed Aa. 



